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CHAPTER L 



The next morning Lara went earlj to enqnire 
how Willis had passed the night, and was 
grieved to hear the melancholy report of his 
attendant. Entering the room where the 
wounded man lay, Lara was shocked at the 
ghastly spectacle that presented itself. The 
patient's head was partially enveloped in 
bandages, but his long, black hair streamed 
over the pillow like a cluster of sable suakes ; 
his fiEu^ was as pale as marble, though a glow- 
ing red spot on the cheek denoted the presence 
of fever, and the large eyei^, though wide open, 
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were filled with a waDdering and strange light 
that more resembled the gleam of madness 
than the lustre of reason. Unnaturally 
brilliant, clear, and fierce, those dark eyes 
fiashed upon Lara's as he bent oyer the couch ; 
but no recognition evidently took place on the 
part of Willis. He muttered broken sentences, 
in Spanish, between his teeth, and turning 
restlessly over, closed his eyes, as if unable to 
endure the light. 

After making some farther enquiries of the 
attendant, and exhorting her to take the 
greatest care of her charge, which last injunc- 
tion was enforced by a guinea, Lara quitted 
•WiUis's: rooms, tod returned to his own, where 
he sat reading before the fire, until, as the 
neighbouring church clocks struck two, a 
heavy footstep resoimded in the passage, and a 
massive fist tapped at the " oak." 

Lara rose and admitted the expected visitor, 
who was no other than Tom Hawkins. Lara 
greeted him with the hearty and affable good- 
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nature "which invariably characterised his bear- 
ing to his inferiors in rank, and Tom Sawkins 
was accommodated with an arm-chair, and a 
stiflf glass of spirits and water, so that with 
very little trouble, he was persuaded to go on 
with his history, 

^* I went to Arica with the muleteer," said 
Tom ; " and when it came on to be dusk, in 
the evening of the day I got there, I hired a 
stout horse, and a negro boy on a mule to act 
as guide, and hastened towards the spot which 
old Billy had pointed out in writing. I rode 
two thirds of the way to Moguehua, and then 
I saw the rock of granite that is described in 
the book, in shape just like a pine-apple, and 
the Liana tree growing beneath it, just as I 
had often seen it in my dreams. I felt a 
choking sensation in my throat, and my heart 
first stopped, and then bounded and thumped 
as ii it were going to split. I rode on past the 
rockwith the negro boy, watching him jealously, 
and looking from time to time to see if he had 
B 3 
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-^ed out the buried ti^easure that had been lying 
for so many years quietly undea: the rock, withotit 
any one's suspecting that it teas there. Btill I 
fancied that every one who passed must know 
quite well that the gold was hidden there, and 
I heard an evil spirit whispering to me to 
murder the boy, and make one of the empty 
coches his grave. I am not a cnlel man, 
and wouldnH tread upon a worm by nature, 
but I felt it a hard struggle with myself before 
I could resolve to spare that lad's life, for no 
devil is so powerful to push one on to blood- 
shed as the fiend that watches over buried 
gold. 

" But I went on for a quarter of a mile, 
and then got off my nag, and tied it to a tree. 
I next took a short spade, such as miners use 
in the Andes, and which I had been careful to 
strap on to the mule's back, and I set out on 
foot to return to the granite rock, first showing 
the yoimg negro my pistols, and swearing by 
every saint ki the calendar to blow his brains 
out if he stirred hand or foot before I came 
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Ipi^k again. Aj^Tlieu I got to the bas^ of Hbfi 
iQpk, I felt lauit and sick, and leant against the 
trunk of the Liana tree, panting and gaspiog 
for br^th. By and bye my ^urage caxne 
bs^, an,d I began to prepare for the seaxchj 
trhQiiLgh my eyes werp dazzled-like, and I heard e^ 
9ti3qiAg9 9>mgaig in my ears, and I cpuld 
8ca;rcely put the spade into, the hard ground, 
all b|(k§d wd p9;rohed by th§ sun. I measured 
the distance to the place where the first coche 
ought to h^YQ been, and X dug for some 
IIUA^tes, though it wfm har^ a^d weary i^prk, 
for the evening was sultry, and the earth wae^ 
dry and full of rough stones ai^d fragments of 
Wfik. 

^^At last my spade struck against some- 
thing hard. It wa^ a white bone ; and in an- 
other instant^ my spade unearthed a hum^ 
fikull, with grinniiTg teeth and Qyele$» ^{opketi^ 
thal^ glai^^d p^ me, as I fanciefl, in a way that 

&xghtpnQ4 ^§* Wj' ^ees knpc^4 together, 
tfpA I llf^B a|^s^ SYoonjipg with fear ^4 
horror, when I remembered something old 
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Billy had written down, and I took out the 
book, and read it over again. It told, sir, how 
he and his comrades had barbarously murdered 
six slaves, two Indians, and the other four 
negroes, and buried them in the caches^ The 
buccaneers have a kind of superstition, as your 
honour, perhaps, knows, that if they can put a 
skeleton or the body of a dead man into the 
hole where they hide their booty, the ghost 
will guard the hoard, and scare away any one 
who attempts to get at it. Partly from this 
feeling, and partly to hinder the slaves from 
peaching as to the place where the treasure 
was stowed away, the pirates had butchered 
the poor wretches, and flung them into the 
coche8. I dug away, again, the spade at every 
instant striking against bones, and at last I got 
to the bufiPalo hides and sheepskins in which 
the plunder of the pirates had been stowed 
away. In that cache there was only one pack- 
age, which was so heavy, that I could hardly 
manage to move it. I took out my bowie 
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knife, and ripped up a corner of it, but there 
were several coverings underneath, and I re- 
solved, on second thoughts, to leave the trea- 
sure untouched until I got to some safer 
place, 

^^ I next measured the distance to the 
second coche^ and I put the spade into the 
ground with a trembling feeling of hope 
and joy. The spade turned up bones and 
skulls as before, but I had a quarter of an 
hour's hard toil before I reached the two 
packages that lay beneath. They were both 
very heavy, and too bulky and large for any 
single man, even a giant, to Hft. I'm not 
very weakly even now, and then I had the 
brawn and sinews of a young bear ; but I soon 
found out that to move those great hide-covered 
rolls of gold and silver, was as impossible as it 
would have been to carry away the granite 
rock itself. 

^^I next bethought me of the third cochey 
and sought for it in all directions, but in 
vain. I dug till my arms ached, and the 
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muBoleB of my shoulders seemed ready to cracka 
I tried every nook and comer of the rook ; I 
tore up the earth about the roots of the liana 
tree, I wearied myself fairly out, and at last I 
threw myself oa the ground, foaming at the 
mouth, tearing my hair, and omamg like a 
raging madman. The immense prisse I had 
gained so easily seemed worthless to me when 
I thought of the great hoard of treasure still 
underground, and which I could not find ; and 
in my fury and stupid passion I kicked the 
monstrous bags of gold that lay at my feet, and 
felt as if I could haye cast them into the sea in 
very anger, because the mighty fortune in the 
third hiding-place was lost for ever. 

^^Ilay howling and swearing on the ground, not 
oaring for the deadly dews of a tropic night, as 
they feU heavy and thick around me, and at 
last the moon rose and shone out among the 
white fleecy clouds overhead, and th# sight of 
her mild calm face made me feel ashamed of 
my crazy foUy and ingratitude. I got up and 
walked back to the place where I had left the 
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itegro lad, and the horse and mule, but they 
were not there. I suppose the boy fancied 
from my fierce looks and the sight of my pistols 
that I was oi^ no good errand, and so was afraid 
Uf ^ait for i;ny return. I felt all adrift now, 
a^ad walked back to the place where the trea- 
sure was, and which was very near the shore, 
which was divided from the land by a screen 
of palmettoes, and prickly pears. I was j ost 
gqi^ to lie down on tl^e bags and go to sleep, 
though the dews of night are dangei:ous in that 
latitude, whe^ I saw a glim of bright red fire- 
light s][iine through the dark green of the trees. 
I crept forward silently, and looking through 
the fence of prickly pear-plants, I saw four 
swarthy fishermen in red caps, and a dress of 
dirty white cotton, sitting round a large fire. 
Had they been Spaniards I should have slunk 
j)ff again^ but three of them were Indians, and 
one a negro, and I knew that the coloured 
natives of the coast were considered as a timid 
and honest race ; I therefore vralked boldly up 

b5 
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to them, and as soon as I came up to the fire, 
they all jumped up with a start, and looked 
alarmed. 

"^Don^t be frightened my fine fellows/ 
said I, in Spanish, which a fellow captive, who 
died in Brammaree's service, the year before I 
left Borneo, had taught me, ' but do as I tell 
you, and I'll give each of you fifty dollars for 
your trouble the very day we arrive in Lima. 
You have got a canoe, or some kind of craft 
near here T 

" ^ Si Senor^ answered one of the fishermen, 
hesitatingly, for, as he afterwards said, he took 
me for a pirate, and feared that I wanted to 
rob them of their boat and nets, which was the 
only property they had. 

" ^ Well, look here, my boys V said I, jam- 
ming down my broad-brimmed palm-leaf hat 
upon my head, drawing out my pistols, and 
putting on a look as savage as a Camanche's in 
his war-paint ; * I and some of my comrades, 
not buccaneers, as you seem to fancy by your 
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looks, but gentlemen adventurers, and Gam- 
businoSj some years ago buried the gold we had 
found in the Andes, in eighteen months of 
mining and sand washing, in a place hard by. 
I am the only one of the party left alive, and I 
am come to carry it away. If you will serve 
me faithfully, and carry me to Lima, in your 
canoe, I'll give you fifty dollars a man, for your 
pains. If you grumble or refuse, I'll blow 
your brains out.' 

" I could see by the poor fishermen's faces 
that they had a very bad opinion of my honesty 
and respectability, but audacity generally 
answers, and they had no weapons but tlieir 
long knives, if they had been disposed to resist. 
Besides, they were quiet, peaceable fellows, and 
had the greatest possible dread of a white man. 
So the bargain was struck, and they went back 
with me to the place where I had been dig- 
ging. They lifted up their hands in amaze- 
ment at the sight of the great buffalo hide- 
packages, and I could read in their faces how 
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they were yexed at finding out that they had 
been for years toiling hard and living hard, 
while such mighty riches were lying under 
their very feet. They were horrified when 
they saw the human skeletons though, and 
looked suspiciously at me ; I made believe 
not to notice this, but ordered them to make 
haste and carry off the bales. 

^^Theircanoe, afineperiqua, waslyinginalittle 
salt-water lake, with rocks all round it, and only 
one narrow outlet to the open sea. The men car* 
ried the bales with much labour and groaning, 
one by one, over the beach, and the periqua 
was so deeply laden when we all got aboard, 
that she could scarcely swim, and her gunwale 
was almost on a line with the water. They 
spread their sail of blue and white cotton stuff, • 
for the land breeze was blowing, and paddled 
through <^the narrow channel that led to the 
open sea. The navigation was a ticklish one, . / 
for there were shoals and sand-banks thick 
about us, and reefs of half sunken rooks with 
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jagged edges that would have ripped up 
our canoe's sid^ as a knife gashes a 
water melon, while in the clear water we 
could make out scores of sharks swimming 
quietly below, with their high backfins and 
broad-tails flapping about, and their eyes staring 
up hungrily at us, for all the world like little 
boys peeping in at the tarts in a pastrycook's 
window. Swimming wouldn't have been much 
good, if the periqua had once grated her sides 
against the sharp rocks about us, for e^ery 
man of us would have been torn piecemeal in 
a moment by the rayenaus fish below. But 
the old negro, who seemed the chief of the 
four, never seemed at doubt, he knew every 
diidii of the channel, and used his paddle so 
cleverly, ^that he piloted us out to sea without 
a toiuch or a graze £rom the ree&. 

^^ All that voyage to Lima I sat upon my gold, 
wide awake, with a pistol cocked, and ready, on 
each side of me, and never daring to close my 
eyes for an linstant, for fear the crew should mu- 
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tiny, and overpower me. They took their siesta 
in the heat ; but, fatigued and drowsy as I was, 
I did not even venture to lie down, and I think 
I have never felt so miserable in poverty and 
neglect as I did while guarding my riches in 
that canoe. I used to fancy that wealth was 
happiness, and that only the poor were 
wretched ; but I was wrong, for I was never 
free from cares and fears, as soon as I had 
something to lose. 

"We sailed, at last, into the harbour of 
Lima, and landed the treasure. The moment 
we touched the quay, a custom-house officer, 
with a cigar in his mouth, came lounging up, 
and asked what the bales contained. I gave 
him the last five dollars in my purse, and as I 
did so, I just showed him the muzzle of one of 
my pistols peeping out of the breast of my 
sailor's jacket. He took off his broad-brimmed 
Panama hat, and wished me a ^^buan viaja^ 
cabatteroy 

" I went to a large and handsome inn, fol- 
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lowed by the fishermen, carrying my bales^ I 
chose a showy-looking hotel, because I thought 
if I went to one of the common taverns, where 
mariners usually lodged, I might have my 
throat cut for the sake of my property ; and so 
I sailed into a big inn as proudly as a seventy, 
four-gun ship coming into the roads to anchor, 
and asked the landlord, who was a hard- 
featured Yankee, as yellow as a pumpkin, for 
private .partm«.;. 

"Now, of course you would say, sir, that it 
was an out-of-the-way thing for a rough-look- 
ing chap like me, and a common seaman, too, 
to go to a house only fit for gentlemen with kid 
gloves and shiny boots ; but in the towns of 
South America and the ports on the Spanish 
main, hotel-keepers are used to see sailors from 
slavers, and privateers, and what not, come in 
as flush of the rhino as their pockets will hold, 
while bare-footed Gbmbusinos often come 
trudging wearily in, with their rags fluttering 
about in the wind, for all the world like so 
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many scareorows, a^d yet with a^ much g^ 
packed oii their mid^ .9,9 they coidd carry, and 
which they would g^i^^ble away /it Monte i^ a 
month. So, instead of tliie ma^er of the inn 
setting me down A9 9 drunken sailor, or an 
impudent fellow, as would, no doubt, have been 
the case in England^ he looked upon me as a 
likely customer; and when I swaggered into 
the porch, and asked for private rooms, he just 
turned his quid, and stared me in the face. 

" ^ I guess, now, stranger,' says he, * your 
pockets are tarnation well lined with Chili- 
boards ? I expect you found a fair placer now, 
up yonder in the Sierras ?' 

*^ * No,' says I ; * I haven't been gold-hunt- 
ing among the mountains ; but I can pay my 
way pretty smart, too.' 

" * Ay, ay,' says the Yankee. ^ What are 
niggers worth up at Lagos just now ?' 

" ^Dam me if I know,' says I. 

" * Then I calculate,' says the landlord, 
^ you've been doing a stroke or so of business 
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down by Gape Horn, or up on the ooast of 
Yenezue^ or aome of those dnusiog-gromida. 
Welly well> all's fish that oonies to my ne^t, and 
I don't oare a cent how you <^me by your tin, 
80 as you pay your bills every weQk.' 

^^ And he turned round and led th^ way to a 
large, cool bed-room, with a snow-white bed 
in it, all hung round with delicate, gaudy 
mosquito curtains, such aa I never saw before 
in my life, and a fine airy saloon opening into 
it 

" 'Nice rooms, ain't they ?' said the Yankee, 
noticing that I admired them — ^indeed, I was 
half afraid to walk upon the soft velvet carpet, 
in which my heavy feet sunk as if I had been 
walking over deep moss, 

" * Yes, they're the right sort,' said I, for, 
except the house of the Calcutta merchant, 
who had been principal owner of our opium 
oUpper, I had never seen anything so beautiful 
before. 

<< < You may have your location here,' said 
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the iim-keeper, ^for a hundred dollars a 
month. Does that suit you, stranger 7 

I felt not a little proud of my new got 
riches, and, like all poor men who have gained 
a grand prize, I thought such wealth could never 
come to an end. So I agreed directly, and I 
fancy the landlord felt sorry for not having 
asked more of such a greenhorn as myself. 

" ^ If you want a tailor to rig you out, 
stranger, I'll be happy to go with you, and 
recommend you to a friend of mine ; ring that 
'ere bell of yours as often as you like. Black 
Pompey will wait upon you ; and every sort of 
fixin' in the way of eating and drinking is to 
be had in my house — so you call for what you 
want. The last gentleman that had these 
rooms had a glorious time of it : he lived like 
a fighting-cock, and paid like a prince. He 
was a Qambusino, a tarnation chap for luck ; 
for I take it he brought into Lima above a 
thousand ounces of gold-dust and nuggets* 
He came here, and he led a jolly life, and got 
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drank every night, not on com brandy or 
aqnardiente, like a rowdy loafer, but, like a 
gentleman, on the best sparkling Burgundy 
and Madeira. Why, I've known him and his 
friends drink twelve dozen of claret at a bout, 
and every bottle cost two dollars. But he 
played too much, and never could keep his 
head cool— that was the ruin of him entirely.* 

" I asked what became of him, for his case 
seemed so like mine, that I felt quite an interest 
in his fate. 

" « Why, you see,' said the landlord, throw- 
ing away his old quid, and putting another in 
his cheek, ^he got regularly cleared out at 
Monte ; and when he came to his last ounce of 
gold-dust, he just sharpened his razor, and cut 
his throat from ear to ear. I had to bury him j 
but ftmerals come cheap down south here, and 
I never regret doing a charitable action, never. 
Poor devil V 

" And the Yankee innkeeper nodded, and 
strolled away to his seat in the porch again. 
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When I heard that t^iQ poor fellow who .had 
occupied the rooms before me had cut his 
throaty I felt quite uneasy, and I should have 
asked for some other apartments, but that I 
didn't &nc7 being thought a coward. All this 
time the Arica fishermen were standing pfk- 
tiently in the room, with the bufiEalo hide 
packages lying at their feet, and waiting to be 
paid, and dismissed. I told them to go down 
stairs and call for cigars and brandy, and to 
come back in an hour for their wages. 

" When they were gone, I double locked all 
the doors, and then I ripped up the tough hide of 
the bales, with my knife, and out poured the 
treasure in glittenng heaps, that rolled and 
flowed over the carpet, and lay shining eyery- 
where. Jd!y eyes were da^led, and my brain 
was in a whirl at the sight of all this wealthy 
and I bathed > my feet in it, and dabbled my 
hands in it, until at last, just as a child might 
haye done, I threw myself on the precious 
piles of gold and silyer, and rolled oyer and 



over. Most men have lieard tell of folks HoQ- 
ing in liehes, but rety few have done it, 
though I did. I was never tired of gazing aft 
the grand ptrize I had won, and every minute I 
-found out something else more wonderful and 
valuable than the others that I had admired 
before. There were mountains of dollars, of 
doubloons, and other coins, solid ingots of gold, 
and massy bars of silver, handfuls of rubies, 
opals, and topazes ; bags upon bags of gold- 
dust, quantities of gold chains, of jewelled 
ornaments, of splendid plate, and pearls, and 
monstrous great emeralds, and diamonds so 
bright and large, that it made my eyes ache to 
look at them. Everything mentioned in the 
list old Billy had made out, was there, and 
much more. And all these treasures were 
mine ! I could hardly believe it, but sat quite 
stupid and gaping, staring like an owl, at the 
lieaps of money, and masses of silver plate, 
and hardly knowing what I was about, until 
the chief of the Arica fishermen knocked at 
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the door, and asked for his money. I jumped 
up, I cut off a piece of buffalo hide, and I 
wrapped a lot pf coins in it, silver dollars, and 
golden doubloons, and Dutch ducats, and 
opening the door a very little, put the whole 
into the wide brimmed palm leaf hat he held 
in his hand. I did not wait to hear all the 
blessings he uttered at my paying him four 
times his hire, but slammed the door, and 
locked it again, I felt so jealous of my riches. 
"I looked out of the window, and watched the 
boatmen leave the hotel, and then I went down 
stairs, got a cold fowl, a ham, and a loaf of 
bread, with a melon, and a half a dozen slender 
straw covered flasks of Amontillado, and re- 
turned to my den, where I stayed alone all 
that day. I was wearied, and worn out, and 
the wine made me drowsy besides, so I fell 
asleep in an arm-chair, directly after dusk, but 
not before I had lit my lamp, and put my 
pistols and bowie-knife beside it, ready to de- 
fend my property, if any one should try to 
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deprive me of it, which I somehow fancied 
not likely. Tired as I was, all that night I 
was as wakeful and suspicious as a cat. The 
slightest sound was enough to make me jump 
up and catch hold of my barking-irons, and 
the sound of a far away footstep, or the rust- 
ling of a mouse behind the wainscoat, roused 
me in a twinkling. 

'' When the morning came, I unlocked 
my door, and seeing a lot of niggers 
sweeping the corridors, and stairs, I hallowed 
out for black Pompey. Pompey came, and I 
.told him to run off into the town, and get 
some trunk- maker, or store keeper, to send me 
a great iron chest, the biggest in the shop. I 
promised him a couple of dollars if he was 
back in an hour, and he went off at full speed, 
with his wooly head bent down, butting and 
driving in among the passengers in the streets 
like a black ram. In less than half an hour 
he was back, followed by four niggers carrying 
an immense iron chest, with padlocks and 
hinges strong enough for a jail door. Big as it 
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VTMj and it looked more like a coffin than a 
trunk, it ^oiild barely hold half the heaps of 
treasure that lay piled up on the floor. Th^ 
had to fetoh another, and when my prize 
was safely stowed away under lock and key, I 
felt a good deal easier in my mind than before. 

^^ I went to a shop where ready-made clothes 
were sold, and dressed myself out as a Cabal- 
lero of New Spain. In a suit of purple velvet, 
all slashed with silver, and stiff with embroi- 
dery, a crimson silk sash around my waist, a 
cambrick shirt, with jewelled buttons, a blue 
scarf, with a heavy silver fringe, a white 
plumed sombrero on my head, loose buskins of 
white leather, coming nearly to my knees, 
huge golden spurs >at my heels, and my sabre 
clanking at every step I came back to the inn. 

^^ The landlord was smoking his cigar in the 
porch ; he did not know me, and drew back 
with a respectful bow. I burst out laughing, 
and he then recollected me, and muttered as I 
W^ent in to order breakfast : — 
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" * Well, I'm a gone'coon if this don't beat 
old Connecticut, after all !' 

^^ I stayed in Lima a fortnight, and I was the 
greatest man there, I do believe, I used to 
go swinging and swaggering into the cafh 
with my spiu*s clanking, and my sabre in its 
steel scabbard clattering fit to wake the dead, 
and all the guests used to get up and remain 
standing until I was seated. They wouldn't 
have done as much for the President himself. 

" Then to astonish 'em, and show how flush I 
was of tin, I would sometimes leave an opal, 
or a ruby, on the table, to pay for a lemonade 
and cigarillo, that a single real would have 
bought twice over. I was at all the tertuUas, 
and was asked out to all the balls and 
dances, and the men flattered and courted me, 
and the dark eyed young Donas smiled 
upon me, tiU I reaUy began to fancy myself a 
gentleman bom and bred, instead of a common 
sailor, as rough and awkward as a bear. You 
may wonder, sir, at such a hard-flsted tar 
VOL n. 
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as myself being receiYed into first-rate society, 
merely because his pockets happened to be fall 
of the rhino he neyer had earned ; and of course 
in Enrope, snch a thing wonld neyer haye 
been, but America is quite another sort of 
place. It^s a New World, you see, your 
honour, with new blood and new notions, and, 
as it isn't yery often that you'll meet a man 
who knows Z gr.nmJn ..me, or if ho 
eyer had such a thing at all ; why of course 
they can't afford to be yery particular as to 
their company. Instead of asking what a man 
is, they just ask what he has, and 9s I'd got 
plenty of brass, I was as good or better than 
any man in the country. I'ye talked to a 
German sailor since about the tin I had then, 
and he told me, that if I'd taken it to Germany, 
and bought a castle and an estate with it, I 
might haye been made a baron or a count, or 
eyen a prince on the strengtii of it. Well, in 
America it didn't exactly make a prince, but it 
made me the king of my society, and that I 
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liked better. But though lima was very ghd 
to have me, and yeiy loth to part with me, I 
had heard such teles of Meaoo, the fine oity, 
that they say is the Paris of the West that I 
datenJed I h^ .y fing «»«, iT. re-l, 
gay oapital, where I oould have money's worth 
for my money. So I took my passage in a 
yessel bound for the north, and in six or seyen 
weeks reached Mexico, oyerland from Panama. 
^^ I'ye been at Bio Janeiro, and Buenos Ayres, 
and Cadiz, and Naples, and Genoa, and Venice, 
and so forth, but I neyer saw a city half so 
gay, or so wicked, as Mexico. There was 
nothing but driying, and flirting, [and bull-* 
fighting, and drinking, going on all day long ; 
and theatres, and gambling-houses, and loye- 
making, and serenading, and murdering, were 
hard at work all night. Such a plac^ for loye 
at first-sight, and stabbing in the open streets, 
neyer was seen, I suppose. You could hire a 
brayo for a dollar ; a man's life wasn't yalued 
at one of the silyer buttons off his jacket ; and 
2 
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yet, though I have known people stabbed in 
open daylight, and never a night passed 
without one or two throats being cut, some- 
times by mistake, not a soul ever seemed to 
oare about it. All kinds of profligacy and dis- 
sipation went on, and people dadied about in 
showy carriages, or sat in BopeA dreoies at tlie 
opera, without tbinking of anything but plea- 
sure, while all the time, troops of wolfish 
leperos, olad in rags, were prowUng about the 
oity, stealing everything that could possibly be 
pilfered, snatching impudently at the jewels, 
which ladies who were passing to the theatres 
and parties wore, and stabbing every well- 
dressed person, who ventured among the dark 
and narrow lanes of the poorer quarters of the 
town after dusk. Every now and then some 
handsome young cavalier, who had just been 
attracting every eye in the tertulia, or the 
opera house, would be found, stiff and gory, on 
the pavement, but the assassins seemed never 
to be detected and punished. [Justice was 
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blind to what went cm, and no one had time 
to florrow for the dead. When a young gal- 
lant was murdered, his mistress dried her 
eyes directly, and took another lover, and the 
racket and whirl of life went on just the same ; 
the guitars tinkling as merrily as ever beneath 
the balconies, and the laughter of the Senoras 
ringing in the bull ring, as carelessly as if 
there were no such thing as death in the world. 
^^ I plunged into this gay scene, like a black 
fish among a shoal of herrings, and for a long 
time, I was as great a lion in Mexico, as I had. 
been in Lima. I had plenty of roystering com- 
panions, some of them needy spendthrifts, some 
cunning black legs, some hardy buccaneers, who 
had made their money by blood, and were 
^nding it in yice and folly. I was chief of 
them all, and a set of wild blades we were : 
we were the patrons of the bull fighters, hand- 
in-glove with every toridor in the ring, every 
actress on the boards, dnd so popular with the 
leperos, that I don't believe there was a black- 
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guard of ihem all^ who would liare murdered 
us while our tin lasted. As for the gambling 
houses, half our nights were spent there, and, 
though I ought to haye been warned by the 
&te of my poor old master, Brammaree, I 
soon became immoderately fond of play. It 
was not that I Wanted to win so much, for 
though I often won large sums, I only cared 
for the admiration my good luck, and bold 
style of playing recited, and my chief pleasure 
was, to put down a higher stake than any one 
else. I often used to lay down on the table; 
and yentm^e at a single throw, a heayy sUyer 
bar, a massy golden ingot, or a yaluable gold 
chain, that would be passed round the table as 
a curiosity, and wondered at, and enyied by 
eyery gambler there. As for doubloons and 
doUars, I rained them down in showers on the 
table, and neyer staked less than a handful of 
gold pieces at a thne. I Uked to be noticed 
by all present, and it pleased me to be thought 
80 rich that nothing would ruiu' me, and I 
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OQDStaatly produoed bags of gold-dust, strings 
of large pearls, sparkling bracelets and 
necklaces, and emeralds, rubies, and diamonds, 
of great price, vbich I could hand oyer to the 
bankers to be changed into doubloons, as 
others did with bank notes. I lost before long, 
I lost enormously, for it seemed as if fortune 
vas tired of befiriending me, and the faster the 
treasure in my great coffers ebbed, the more 
obstinate I became, and the higher I played, 
for ^ fear folks should say, that I was daunted 
by a bit of ill luck. 

<^ All this time, too, I and my companions 
were living in princely style, and it always 
seemed my business to pay the piper. Every- 
thing that was dear and scarce was to be found 
on the table every day, and as for iced 
champaigne, sparkUng Burgundy, and Hock, 
we drank so much of it, that the floor was 
strewed with empty bottles until it was hardly 
possible to walk across the roonu Claret, 
Madeira, and Amontillado, at thirty dollars a 
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dozen, with Tokay at four doubloons a flask, 
flowed as freely every day as if money were to 
be picked up in the streets, and we used to 
ransack the town for something expensive — ^a 
search in which each of us tried to outdo the 
others. 

^^My plate was superb, and so it might be, for 
I had several services of both gold and silver ; 
but it is wonderful how quickly it vanished. 
Sometimes I would give a friend a gold cup 
which he had praised — sometimes I would sell 
a salver that weighed twenty pounds for about 
half its value ; and I well remember filling an 
epergne, worth a hundred doubloons at least, 
with gold coins, and flinging the whole into 
the lap of a pretty actress. I gave dinners, 
balls, parties, and picnics, that astonished all 
Mexico. I got up a groni fungion in the bull- 
ring, and a ballet at the theatre, and paid the 
entire expenses. I sent to Europe for a pack 
of fox-hounds— purchased a yacht lying at 
Vera €rua — ^bought the most beautiful horses 
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in the country, at any price — drove about in a 
gilded coach, drawn by four white naga — ^hired 
servants, and dressed them in flaming liveries, 
more like macaws than anything else — ^wore 
the most extravagant dresses which could be 
devised — scrambled silver among the leperos 
— lent money to my friends — lavished costly 
presents on the actresses and balkrinoSj and 
eveiy handsome woman in Mexico who would 
accept them — gave shawls, jewels, bouquets, 
and even Arabian horsey and carriages, as if 
my pocket had been a gold mine* — and, in fact, 
made as big a jackass of myself as was pos- 
sible, 

" All this time, too, I was playing with the 
worst luck you can imagine, and I soon found 
that the iron chests, that held my treasure, 
were more than half empty. Still I never 
took warning, but went on, gaming and spend- 
iug, till, just six months after my arrival in 
Mexico, I found I had squandered away every 
hal^uny I possessed, except two ingots of 
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gold^ the last resource between me and absolnte 
starvation. I went off to the nearest gambling* 
house, staked the ingots at monte, lost tiiem 
both, and returned home a beggar. 

^^ Next day I went round to the gay com- 
panions who had feasted at my cost for months, 
and to whom I had lent hundreds of doubloons. 
Every door was shut — every one was denied to 
me. One cavalier sent me down a dollar by 
his servant ; another sent me a message offering 
to hire me as a bravo. I called upon the prima' 
donna of the Opera — a woman on whom I had 
spent thousands of dollars, and who had pro- 
fessed the warmest love for me. She ordered 
her footman to drive me away from her door. 
I lingered about the house in hopes of seeing 
her, until evening came, and she came out, 
glittering all over with the rich jewels I had 
given her, stepped into a carriage, which, as 
well as the horses that drew it, had also been a 
present from me, and drove off to the theatre. 
I stepped forward, and gazed imploringly in 
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he* face, hoping for pity ; but her heart was 
Just like stone. She looked at me as coldly 
and contemptuously as on the ragged beggars 
that clustered round her carriage, and drove 
away without a word. 

" I walked slowly away, and my heart felt as 
heavy as lead. For several days I prowled 
about the streets, hungry and sad, living on 
little more than a deiily morsel of bread, which 
I bought with some small change which I 
found in one of my pockets, and which, after 
squandering a great . fortune, I was forced to 
hoard carefully. Even they slipped away, one 
by one^ those paltry coins that I depended upon 
for bread. T was turned out of doors by my 
landlord, who seized my clothes and silver 
dressing-case for arrears of rent ; for though I 
had paid him in advance, I had thought it 
mean to take a receipt. I slept under arch- 
ways, and under dieds, herding with the 
vilest and most depraved leperos of the capital,; 
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and before long, with ragged gannents and 
matted hair, with bloodshot eyes and wolfish 
face, I looked as fierce and as famished as the 
gauntest and most savage of them aU. Still 
I did not beg of strangers ; I often tried to do 
so, but the words choked me* 

^' One day I met a beautiful young Senorita, 
walking with her Duenna. I had often danced 
the waltz and bolero with her — ^had fiiirted with 
her, and given her many superb ornaments. I 
saw her now, a jewel that I had given her 
sparkling at her bosom, and I held out my 
hand and asked her for charity, for a piece of 
money, for God's sake. 

" Excuse me, hermano^ for the love of God," 
she answered, and moved on. 
• I caught hold of her hand, and called her by 
her name^ 

" Dona Jtdia,^' I said, " my arm has been 
round your waist in the dance a thousand times 
-^my lips have pressed yours — ^you have talked 
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to me of I0Y69 and you cannot have forgotten 
me in a week. I ask yon now for a morsel of 
bread*^' 

^^ Fine language this, yon'll say, sir, for a 
humbly-born and ^ half-^taught man like me ; 
but old Billy had had a good education, and 
came of respectable parents, and I caught 
something of his way of talking ; besides, I 
had been for six months living in the best 
society of Mexico, and I had got to express 
myself better than most of my class. The 
Senorita snatched her hand away, and looked 
at me as loathing as if I were a toad in her 
patL The old Duenna set up a scream, and 
Dona Julia turned rpund to a lackey who fol- 
lowed them, and bade him drive away the im- 
pudent lepero who was importuning and 
persecuting her for alms. 

^' The servant pushed me rudely away, and 
struck me ; I had eaten no food for two days, 
and was so weak that I fell to the ground, and 
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I heard Dona Julia's insolent laugh of mockerj 
as I lay in the dust, and she passed on. 

'^ I got up slowly, and sat down on a heap of 
stones by the road*side. I felt as if all 
hell were in my heart. The Indians have a 
saying that ^^ the arrow of scorn will pierce 
the shell of the tortoise/' and I believe the say- 
ing is a true one, for at last I felt stung to 
the quick, and the devil within me was fairly 
roused. I had only been mortified and sad** 
dened by all the other repulses and slights I 
had met with ; but Bona Julia's inhumanity 
made the cup overflow. I could have sold my 
soul for revenge. While I sat on the heap of 
stones, faint and feeble fipm long festing, but 
brooding sullenly over my wrongs, a lepero 
tapped me on the shoulder. I knew Diego 
well. He was a noted thief, who had often, 
since my ruin, come to the shed or doorway 
where I sat cowering in my rags, and tried to 
tempt me to join his gang. I knew weU 
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why he wanted me ; I was bold and powerful, 
while the Mexicans are generally small and 
cowardly. His rufElans were crael and crafty, 
but as timorous as hares, and when they were 
hired as biavoes, one courageous cavalier would 
oft^i beat them off, so you may judge how 
glad they would have been to have gained a 
stout comrade with a fearless heart and brawny 
arms. 

" I had always refused to turn thief, for 
I despised the whole band of dastardly out- 
throats, but I was in a different humour now. 
I accepted Diego's offers. He took me to his 
house, which, was in one of the worst quarters 
of the city ; he gave me food and wine, and I 
ate and drank, and felt new life and strength 
within. Diego then gave me a suit of clothes 
to replace the rags I wore ; I put them on, and 
oombed out my tangled hair, and in two days 
I had quite recovered my health and powers* 

^^ Diego introduced me to his gang, who were 
mostly mulattoes, and Indian half-breeds; a 
most ferocious looking set of ruffians they were, 
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but none of them were a match for me in ske 
and sinew. They paid me great deference, 
and elected me lieutenant at once. I was still 
intent on vengeance, and proposed a plan which 
would at once secure a large booty to the band^ 
and aflford me an opportunity of gratifying my 
revengeful spirit. The villa in which Don 
Florian Lopez, the father of Dona Julia re- 
sided, was perfectly detached and nearly half a 
mile from the town, so that it was greatly ex- 
posed to any sudden attack by robbers. I pro- 
posed to my associates to break into the villa by 
night, and as it was well known that the plate 
of Don Florian was exceedingly valuable, the 
leperos made no objection. I promised to do 
all the fighting, for none of them would have 
dared to face Don Florian, who was not an 
effeminate Mexican, but a hardy Spanish 
hidalgo, from Castile, and a fine, high-spirited 
oaballero into the bargain. I dare say if I 
had begged of Don Florian he would have re- 
lieved my wants, for he was as kind as he was 
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biave ; but I was blinded by hatred and fury, 
and thought of him only as a sort of surly 
house-dog, that I was going to kill. We were 
two or three days maturing our plans, and all 
the time Diego plied us with wine so as never to 
allow us to be quite sober. At last we set off, 
well armed and provided with dark lanterns, 
^d reached Don Florian's villa about an hour 
after midnight. We- were twelve in number, 
for to Diego's troop of eight were added four 
of those horsemen who lasso and plunder 
travellers in the outskirts of the city. Diego 
had insisted on getting this help, thinking 
nine or ten men too weak to overpower three 
or four. I broke the front door down by re- 
peated strokes of a heavy axe, and as I entered 
the house at the head of my companions, a pistol 
ball grazed my ear. In the hall were Count 
Florian and his servants. The old Don had 
his long Toledo naked in his hand, and as we 
entered he ran Diego through the body, and 
killed him on the spot. I dropped my axe. 
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drew my cutlass, and rushed upon Dou Florian, 
while the leperos attacked the servants. D(m 
Florian made a forious thrust at me, but the 
point glanced on my ribs, and I cut him down 
with one blow. Three of the servants fled, the 
fourth was killed. Three or four of the leperos 
instantly dispersed in search of plunder, and, 
guided by the sound of female shrieks, I led 
the rest of the gang to Julia's chamber. The 
door was burst in, and there knelt the wretched 
girl, half dressed, in the middle of the floor, 
screaming for mercy and compassion. I did 
not relent, and if I had I could not have 
protected her fix)m the brutality of my licen- 
tious followers. A frightful scene of violence 
and outrage ensued. My vengeance was soon 
sated, and I left the room, but as I descended 
the stairs I heard Julia's agonized cries and 
entreaties, blended with the exulting laughter, 
of the ruffians above. I reached the saloons 
below, where three or four of the gang were 
loading themselves with silver plate, and 
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ofkers werd breaking into adereiaires and 
cabinets in search of money. I had scarcely 
arxiyed in the rooms below, when wreaths of 
smoke eddying wildly about the house, and a 
loud crackling sound and smeU of burning 
wood announced that the house was in flames. 
One of the leperos had flung a torch into the 
reed thatch of the yerandah, and the whole 
yiUa was in a blaze. The weather had bqen 
dry fot a long time, as is often the case in 
Mexico, and the flre spread with amazing 
quickness, until the greater part of the house 
was like a blazing furnace, and the staircase 
was streaked all the way up by fiery toogues 
of forked flame. The Duenna, with o^e or 
two negroes, and several children, and female 
servants came rushing out into the corridors, 
pursued by eddies of smoke and flashes of 
flame, but the robbers below fired at them, and 
they ran bade again into their stifling rooms. 
Presently the leperos from above came hastily, 
down with scorched hands and singed hair, and 
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we all hurried out of the villa as &ei as we 
could. Don Floriazi lay writhing on the floor 
of the hall, near the dead body of Diego. A 
lepero stooped over him and stabbed him to the 
heart. We all rushed out upon the lawn, and 
we were chased by a cloud of smoke and a 
great stream of red flame that came flashing 
out at the front door. 

^' ' They are all in there safe enough, except 
the three dogs that ran away, and she, the 
young lady, what a glorious earhonada^^ mut- 
tered a lepero with a savage grin. I asked 
what he meant, and he told me that he and his 
companions had bound down Dona Julia upon 
her bed, and left her in her room, helpless and 
unable, to stir. ^ Never fear, Senor Capitan, she 
will be grilled a maraviglia P he added, with a 
chuckle. 

^^ I was horrorstruck, and would have entered 
the house to save her, had it been possible, 
but the fire streamed incessantly from door and 
window, and such an attempt would have 
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been hopeless. Soon the crackling roof feU in, 
and buried every living soul within the house 
under the pile of its blazing ruins. I returned 
to the city with the leperos ; we divided the 
spoils of the YiUa LopeK, and I bade farewell 
to tito gang. A few days afterwards^ I 
shipped as first mate on board of a Portuguese 
slaver at Vera Cruz. We made several good 
runs to the coast of Afirica, and carried our 
cargoes safe to Brazil or Cuba. The schooner 
was a very large and handsome one, and a 
swift sailer. We made a rule from which we 
never swerved. We bought the blacks cheap, 
we stowed them away as closely as they could 
be jammed, and as it seldom happened that 
above a third died on the passage, our profit 
was enormous, those that lived paying for those 
that were lost. Sometimes we were hard 
pressed by the English cruisers ; but we used 
to pitch a few niggers overboard, one by one, 
headed up in casks, and we knew that the 
vessel of war would lose way by picking them 
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up and allowing us to escape. Sometimes^ 
when we were embayed, or up a tirer, they 
would send boats to cut us out, and then we 
fought stoutly enough, until they were beaten 
oflf. 

^^ My heart got gradually hardened by this 
sort of life, so that I thought nothing of it, 
when the captain, an old Brazilian, who had 
been thirty years in the trade, had the niggers 
brought up from below, one day, in the Bight 
of Benin, when we were hotly chased by an 
English sloop, that was coming up with us, 
hand over hand, fastened three hundred of 
tbem, men, women, and children, to the best 
bower anchor and chaii^ cable, and let Ihe 
whole go overboard with a run to the bottom 
of the sea. The cries of the poor drowning 
wretches were the most awfol that I ever 
heard, and, I often fancy I hear them ringing 
in «; ea; now, yet L, I ^MembTI 
thought this cruelty only a clever trick of the 
skippers to baffle our pursuers, and when we 
walked away from them, the craft being so 
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mudi lightened, and finally saw the sloop hidl 
dolm in the offing, we all exnlted at our 
escape. But this abominable wickedness did 
not go u])ipnniahed. A storm arose that drove 
us ashore on the rocks of the Gold Coast, and 
the captain and all the crew, except one 
Spanish seaman, the French cabin boy, and 
myself, perished in trying to swim to land. 
"We three survivors were flung on the beach 
by the waves, bruised and breathless, and half 
dead, and if it had not been for the blacks, 
who came down to plunder the wreck, and 
strip the bodies of those that were drowned 
and thrown ashore by the sea, we should have 
died where we were. The niggers treated us 
kindly enough though, and carried us on their 
shoulders to their village, where they laid us 
on a pile of soft mats, and gave us palm wine 
in great calabashes, until we were so stupified 
by drink and fatigue, that we fell asleep. I 
felt refreshed when I awoke after a twelve 
hour's nap, and little Pierre was as lively as a 
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grigf though both of us were bo stiff and bat- 
tered that we could hardly walk ; but Antonio, 
the Spanish seaman, who was a much older 
man, was in a burning feyer, and died before 
evening. 

'^ The blacks kept us for several weeks 
in their village, and treated us very kindly 
indeed. They were Mondingoes, a mild, cheer- 
fiil people, very gentle and amiable, and pas- 
sionately fond of dancing. One night, how- 
ever, the kraal was surprised by a band of 
Coromantee warriors. All the fighting men 
were killed, and the women and children car- 
ricni off and sold for slaves to the European 
traders. Poor little Pierre was killed by an 
arrow in the attack, and I was bound and 
carried to the Coromantee town along with the 
other captives. There was a Spanish slaver 
captain at this town, making a bargain with 
the chief for his prisoners. He saw me brought 
into the village with the rest, and noticing 
that I was a sailor, and a stout-made feUow, 
he bought me from the chief for a musket, and 
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engaged me as one of his forecastle men. At 
nightfall all the Mandingoe prisoners were 
brought out of the stifling barrd,coon in which 
they had been packed, and driven down like a 
flock of sheep to the sea-shore, where they 
were embarked on board the schooner that lay 
ready to receive them. We weighed anchor 
when the moon rose, and steered clear out to 
sea ; but before we had got a co.uple of miles 
from shore, the crew broke out in open mutiny. 
"A conspiracy, it seems, had been long hatchr 
ing to kill the captain and chief mate, seize 
the ship, sell the slaves in Cuba, and turn the 
vessel into a pirate. The ringleader was the 
second mate ; he led on the crew, killed the 
captain with an axe, and made the others hang 
the mate up to the yard-arm. He proposed to 
me to join the gang, or to be flung overboard, 
tied to a hen-coop. Of course, I chose the first. 
We sold the slaves at Cuba, bore out of the 
Havannah harbour, and took a merchantman 
almost within sight of the Moro Castle. For 
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years, we cruised about the Caribbean seas, and 
the coasts of Mexico, and South America^ 
tvkking and burning or scuttling many vessels, 
pillaging and wantonly destroying a great deal 
of valuable property, and too often treating 
the crews and passengers with barbarous 
cruelty, when the booty we obtained was small 
and trifling. Sometimes we were revelling 
and flinging away our money in the seaport 
towns of Colombia or Chili ; sometimes, when 
the English cruisers were particularly vigilant 
HUd troublesome, we used to run over to Africa 
for a cai^ of live ebony, which paid as well 
as piracy, and brought less risk with it* 

'^ Most of our crew had been pirates from their 
youth, and a shocking set of savage ruffians they 
were. Several of them had belonged to the 
schooner of Benito de Soto, and had been with 
him when he took the Morning Star Iqdia- 
man. Their captain and several of their asso- 
ciates had been hanged at Gibraltar ; but th^ 
Ifid not been captured at the same time, and they 
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med tx) relate their exploits, and eapecually 
the outrages committed on board the Morning 
'Sisa^y to a circle of rascals around the galley 
fipe. The second-mate, who had murdered the 
skipper, wm the captain of the band. He was 
« bold fellow, but no seaman, and he got the 
^^chooner embayed one day in the Gulf of 
Ckmpeachy, so that an English cruiser got the 
weather gage, bore down upon up,. a^id peppered 
us cruelly. We fought like.djevils, .giving back 
$bi^r for cheer, and broadside for broadside, 
though they gradually closed with us, and laid 
us abo^d. Still we drove them back with loss 
every time they got a footing on our deck, and 
I was just in the act of leaping iuto- the sloop's 
rigging, cutlass in hand, and cheering our 
fellows on^ when I saw tib/^ captain run down 
below with a lig}ite4 ma;tch in his hand. I 
knew he thought all. was lost, and was going to 
set. fixe to the powd^r-magaziue, sol dropped 
my cutlass, and jumped overboard. Five men 
followed me, and we had wit swum above a 
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hundred yards, when the schooner blew up 
with a deafening roar, and the blazing splinters 
came showering down about our ears. Two of 
the men were struck by fragments of burning 
wood, and sank ; but the other three and my- 
self were picked up by a fishing-canoe before 
we had swam half a mile. The English vessel 
was so much injured by the explosion as to be 
forced to return to Jamaica, and refit. I 
walked about Campeachy for some weeks, 
tattered and almost penniless, until a good- 
natured Dutch-skipper allowed me to work my 
passage to Guiana. There I wentjoff into where 
the wild red Indians live, and joined a tribe of 
Caribs. They soon found out that I was a 
useful chap, being hardy, strong, and resolute, 
and besides, an xmcommonly swift runner. 
They tattooed me, painted my face red, gave 
me a knife, and a tomahawk, and bow and 
arrows, and made me one of their warriors. 
I married the daughter of a chie^ and received 
a wigwam and two fine horses as a dowry. I 
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lived for three years among the Caribs, and 
was tolerably happy. I enjoyed hunting; 
bufialo meat and venison were plenty with 
me, and I used to sit and smoke among the 
chiefs in their war-council. I went out to 
battle with them, and not being much afraid 
of the poisoned arrows of the enemy, I used 
to rush boldly forward, while my friends were 
crouching behind logs, and carry everything 
before me. 

" One day, when I had charged the enemy 
pretty warmly, my tribe deserted me, and I 
was taken. I was carried far off into the 
woods, where the village of the enemies stood, 
and I soon found that I was to be roasted at a 
slow fire. Luckily I gnawed my bonds, and 
escaped. 

^^ I was tired of Indian life, and besides, if I 
had gone back to my wigwam, my very squaw 
would have reproached me for not having 
stayed quietly to be tortured ; and my friends 
would most likely have put me to death for 
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flinching. So I turned towards the sea, and 
reached the settlements, barefooted and 
femished. There I shipped aboard a south 
sea-whaler, and sailed for fiye years about the 
Pacific, until, having saved a trifle of money, 
and being sick of roving about the world, I 
returned to England. My father was dead, 
and no one recollected me in the place where I 
was bom ; so I bought a barge that wa^ for 
sale, and took to my present line of life. And 
beUeve me, sir, Vm happier now by far than 
when I wore a velvet jacket slashed with gold^ 
and sat among a gang of bloodthirsty picaroons, 
hearing some miscreant's yams on thstt 
schooner's deck. I wish I'd never seen h^ J 
for though I'm an honest man now, and havef 
repented heartily of the sins of my youth, yet 
I never hear the wind howl at night without 
hearing the cries and moans of our victims ovei^ 
again. That third cache too, with its mighty 
treasures lost to man's use for ever, comes upi 
before me like a glittering dream sometimes-, 
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and somewhat imsettles me * but I'm happy on 
the whole, kt, and contented, for I wrong no 
man, and I do my duty." 

" One thing I cannot quite comprehend," 
said Lara, " and that is what should have pre- 
yented old Billy from profiting himself by his 
hidden spoils, and why he lived in poverty in 
England when in America he could have been 
so wealthy." 

" Old Billy wrote down the cause of that, 
sir, in his book," answered Hawkins; "he 
was taken by an English vessel, and escaped 
from sentence of death, and afterwards from 
prison ; his comrades all died of yellotv fever 
in Antigua, and he was taken by the Banes, 
and imprisoned so long at Elsinore, that when 
he came out, he was too weak and old for a 
forecastle man, and no skipper would let him 
work his passage ocrt to America, while he 
never dared trust any cme with the story of the 
gold, for fear the person he told should either 
laugh at him, or take it for himself. Besides, 
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to the day of his death, Billy counted on 
somehow getting a passage out to where his 
treasure was buried. Now you know my story; 
sir, about as well as I do myself/* 

"Thank you, Hawkins, for your confidence/' 
said Lara ; " I am not one of those prejudiced 
persons, who deny to an erring fellow-creature 
a chance of reformation, and I am willing to 
admit that you have been greatly tried and 
tempted, and that whatever your errors may 
have been, you have shown both good sense 
and right feeKng in turning again to an honest 
and inoffensive mode of life, I don't want 
to lecture, but to do something for you; 
and I dare say, I might be able to procure for 
you the command of some small coasting vessel, 
if you would prefer it to your present employ- 
ment." 

" To be sure I should, your honor,'' answered 
Hawkins, readily; "an old sailor don't taie 
so kindly to the river after he has got used to 
blue water and the sight of the sea. I 
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always feel that I want elbow room, and can't 
get it in this narrow river, where, if you forget 
bows and tiller for a moment, you are sure to 
bump against the bank. Tt would gladden my^ 
heart if your honor could get me a skipper's 
berth aboard a sea-going vessel.'' 

^^ Call upon me again in a week, then, my 
Mend," said Lara, smiling at the other's 
eagerness, ^^and by that time, I have little 
doubt but that I shall have some good news for 
you." 

" Thank you, sir, with s^l my heart," said 
Tom Hawkins, as he griped Lara's hand hard 
in his homy fist, and with a puttered, " God 
reward you," left the room, and descended the 
stairs with heavy tread. 

^"^^ " A strange fellow, and a wild tale !" said 
Lara to himself, as the thunder of the dinner 
beU aroused him from the reverie which the 
story he had just heard had induced. 
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CHAPTEE II. 



^* DocTOB, how is Mr. Willis?" said Lara, as 
he encountered the physician who attended 
Willis at the door of the latter. 

" He is very ill, poor fellow ! a great chance 
if he lives over the night," said the doctor, as^ 
he returned Lara's bow, and hurried away to 
the spot where his little well-appointed 
brougham, and active horse awaited him. 

Lara entered the sick man's room, where the 
nurse was dozing in a high backed chair with 
that phlegmatic apathy which characterises the 
habitual attendants in sick chambers. Lionel 
Willis was propped up by pillows, his eye 
flashing with the fire of delirium, and his dark 
hair streaming about his pale brow. Ee was 
speaking loudly, and volubly, sometimes in 
English, and sometimes in Spanish, but he was 
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evidently too much maddened by fever to be 

able to keep any restraint npon his tongue. 

I. 

" Zumalacarregui I" murmured the sick man, 
" Zumalaoarregui and victory ! ho ! who talks 
of Ireachery ? who said the court of the King 
Would be glad ? Our hero died upon the 
breach, with his face to the Christine dogs. 
No, ho ! it should not be a glad day, but a day 
of mourning and wailing for the court of the 
King. Lionel, Lionel Waldersley ! Conde of 
Palos, Duke of Kialp, Grandee of Spain, 
Colonel of Hussars, stand forward and take 
thy trial for treason to thy lawful Queen 1 
Guilty ! death ! No — no I I am free again. 
I am free, on a swift courser^^ back, far in the 
boundless sierra. Follow me, guerilleros ! 
Viva Carlos ! the King, or death. Oh, true^ 
true to the King ! true to the last !" and he 
fainted. 

Lara, with some diflBculty aroused the slum- 
bering nurse, and the application of restoratives 
caused Willis to re-open his eyes. He seemed 
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to have a lucid interval, and he spoke in oalm 
and quiet tones. 

^* Mr. BraBdefer I" he said ; " I am aware that 
I have much to thank you for. You suc- 
coured me like a brother, and if you have not 
saved my life," he continued, with a faint 
smile, " it is no fault of yours, and I owe you 
as much gratitude for it as if I were to live 
these hundred years to come* I have not a 
relation or a friend in the worlds I have no 
one to cai-e for me, no one to sorrow for me, no 
one to shed a tear upon my grave. I beg of 
you to bum tae desk and portfoUo lying 
upon that table, with every letter, every 
order, every decoration that may be found in 
looking over the contents of my secretaires, 
and drawers, when I am dead. Will you- 
promise me thisl" 

. Lara readily made the required promise* 
** Now," the sick man said ; " I must not 
forget to make my will while I am in a con- 
dition to do so. Send for a lawyer at once. 
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I feel I Iiave no time to lose." Lara opened 
the door, called a scout, and instantly dis- 
patched him in search of a lawy w. 

^^ I have no patience with these doctors !'^ 
said Willis, perishly ; ^^ I asked the man what 
diance I had, and he told me, with a conr- 
tier's smile and bow, that I was certain to do 
well if I would only keep quiet. I told him I 
was dying, and he said, with all the beutitude 
of superior wisdom, that it was an invalid's 
perturbed fancy. I asked him if I could live 
three days, and he assured me there was not 
the slightest danger, whatever. I begged him 
to tell me the truth. I told him I was neither 
frightened nor nervous, that I had looked 
death in the face in twenty battle fields, and 
that I only wanted to know the truth. He 
smirked, and bowed, and left ma Why will 
doctors insist not only on treating us as children, 
by virtue of their superior science, and de- 
claring that we are not the best judges of our 
own sensations, and have no idea of what is the 
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matter ynSd us, but, also, upon cousideiing the 
bravest of us as bmg as oowardly as old 
women, and diisguising our chances of recovery; 
That I, scarred as I am with twelve wounds, 
should be deemed unfit to be told that I wd» 
dying, and that by a doctor who never saw a 
man die a violent death ! But I am wasting 
my short span of time. Mr. Brasdefer, I 
beg of you to bum every scrap of writing ifi 
my possession, as soon as I am dead. Bead 
nothing. Most of the letters are in the hand- 
writing of one long since in the grave, where I 
shall soon join her. For worlds I would not 
have one line that she has written profaned by 
even a friendly eye." 

" I promise you," said Lara, " to bum 
every paper in your possession, without scrutiny 
or hesitation^ Have you no farther directions, 
no wishes that I can execute ?" 

" I have no friend but Toro ;" answered 
Willis ; " pray call him in, poor Toro ! he 
loves me, and has often proved it. Let him 



see his ma&ter's face otic^ more." Lara opened 
the door and uttered the dog's name^ and the 
noble animial, who had partially recovered from 
his wounds, walked slowly into the room, an(J 
walking up to his master's bedside, licked his 
hand, and looked fondly in his face. 

** Dear old Toro !" said Willis, in the gen- 
tlest tone of his musical Yoi<5e ; ^' brave dog ! 
I can see the scar that the wolf made in your 
neck, the wolf that pulled me from my horse, 
among the snows of the Pyrenean pass. How 
gallantly you fought him, Toro. And the 
Christine lancer at Quenada, would have driven 
his spear through my heart, had not my bold 
hound dragged him out of his saddle. Poor 
fellow ! how he will miss me ! But I must 
not forget that he will need a protector. 
Will you be kind to Toro? He will soon 
learn to love you, though he may never be so 
faithful a friend, so trusty a comrade to you as 
he has been to me." 

Lara willingly promised to take charge of 
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the noble dog, and asked if there were no 
other service which he could render. 

"None, none, I thank you," said Willis 
smiling, and feebly pressing Lara's hand ; "my 
servant has gone back to France. He was- 
fond of me, and I did not wish him to 
have the grief of seeing me die. I have given 
him enough to make him a wealthy man, in 
the simple Gascon village in which he was 
bom, and to which he will now return. I 
fiincy I hear steps." 

And in another moment the door opened, 
and the scout who officiated as aid-de-camp 
and deputy to the corpulent Peter, appeared, 
followed by a man dressed in black, and who 
was evidently a lawyer of the old school, a 
notary of the days gone by, when an attorney 
would as soon have appeared in gyves and 
manacles, as in a sporting costume, and before 
it became difficult to distinguish the homme du 
lot from the horse-dealer. Mr. Pouncettes was 
a highly respectable man, as accurate in his 
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dress,, and as stiff in liis bearing, as the moilt 
flawless indictment ever read in court, while 
his face was as yellow, wrinkled^ and inscru- 
table, as the most ancient will that was ever 
gnawed and nibbled away, shred by shred, by 
the sharp teeth of registry rats. Studiously 
cautious and deferential, his manner was yet 
so guarded, that not the smallest trace of 
emotion, real or feigned, could be discovered 
on his unruffled features. Mr. Founcettes 
could scarcely conjure up a smile when 
punctiliously congratulating one dient on his 
nuptials, while he would condole with another 
elaborately upon the death of a beloved relative, 
without moving a muscle of his imperturbable 
countenance. That he should possess the 
fitculty of shedding tears, was apparently 
impossible, but if a score of good men, and 
true, had testified to having heard him laugh, 
none of his clients would have believed it« 
Such was the man who presented himself in 
Willis's chamber, and having bowed stiffly to 
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the sick man, drew an arm chair to the bed- 
side, and proceeded to enquire formally And 
frigidly about the state of his health, paying 
no more attention to Willises peevish replies^ 
or impatient looks, than a savant to the 
anguished writhings of an impaled beetle. 

To Lara's surprise, Willis requested him to 
leave the room, and to send two of the 
ooUege scouts, adding, that he begged him to 
return in half an hour. Lara- proceeded to 
comply with Willis's request, and on his 
return, he foimd the sick man propped up with 
pillows, and with a pen in his hand. A freshlf 
written document lay spread out upon the bed 
before him, and he was slowly, and with 
difficulty, appending his signature to it. 

^^ There ! it is done !" said he, as having 
written his name, he dropped the pen, and 
sank back on his pillow with every appearance 
of extreme exhaustion and fatigue. 

^^That is all that is necessary, sir," said 
Mr. Pouncettes, as he took the paper, and 



made the mtnesfles sign it in their turn, after 
which they quitted the room. Lara, the 
lawyer, and the nurse, alone remained in thd 
chamber^ The latter busied herself in bustling 
about, with that peculiarly important atir, 
which belongs to the hired attendants on 
sickness. She also was dismissed by Lara, in 
compliance with an expressive Took from 
Willis. 

The dying man, for such the patient evi* 
dently was, then drew from within the bosom 
of his shirt, a broad golden cross, bl^ng with 
jewels, and a star, whose large diamondl^ 
sparkled as brilliantly, as the hoar-frosted 
boughs of the holly on a Christmas mornings 
These objects were fastened around his neck 
by a black ribbon, from which he slowly 
detached them, and, after looking fondly upon 
them for a moment, as they lay in the palm of 
his white and wasted hand, gave them to 
Lara. 

^^ Place these on my breast, the instant bet 
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fore my coffin is closed;" said Willis, ^^bnt 
let no other eye than yours behold them. 
These noble emblems of a once mighty chiyalry, 
must not be the spoil of a hired nurse, nor the 
booty of a body-snatcher." 

^^Yonr wishes shall be attended to," an- 
swered Lara; ^^ but had I not better send again 
for the physician? You excite yourself too 
much, by suffisring your mind to dwell on the 
memory of the past A sedative draught, and 
a few hours of repose—" 

'^ Would be quite unnecessary, believe me ;" 
broke n WiUis, with a smile of almost cheerftd- 
ness ; ^^ my slumber will be long and unbroken 
enough, my rest, dreamless and profound. It 
18 coming on fiist now, I feel my life ebbing 
away, as the sand ebbs in yonder hour-glass. 
But those atoms of sand will not all have 
fiDflD, grain by grain, into tiie lower half of 
tbe s^ass, before the pulses of my heart will 
haTB oeased to beat* And I foel my eye-lids 
besvy and weaij, so that repoae will be mare 
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treloome than ever T found it, when I have 
lain Wrapped in my cloak before the fire of a 
bivouac." 

Lara then ventured to suggest to the sick 
man, the propriety of seeking spiritual aid and 
counsel, in the hour of setting forth on the 
lonely voyage, into the dark and imknown 
sea. 

" I am of another fold I" answered Willis ; 
and Lara started with surprise ; ^^ I belong to 
the flock, who still follow the voice, and obey 
the call of their old pastors. Last night I 
received, at the hands of a priest, the last rites 
of the church, privately and alone, for gold 
easily bribed the nurse to secresy. It was not 
at all like the gorgeous ceremonials I have 
witnesssed in other lands;" he continued, 
" there were no acolytes, with scarlet caps and 
snowy robes, no canopy of silk and gold, no 
sweeping vestments, and steaming incense, no 
solemn peal of the silver bell. The sweet 
voices of tiie choir, the thunder of the swelling 
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and ixQl-toned organ, the pomp and pageantry 
of those embroidered banners, and flaunting 
pennons, that make a procession a triumph, and 
assimilate reUgion to war and conquest, were 
absent. But the white-haired and humble 
priest, kneeling alone, and praying beside a 
dying sinner's couch, was to my fancy far more 
touching and beautiful, than all the imposing 
display, that heralds a victorious creed, and 
captivates the senses of the multitude, while 
far more resembling the spirit of the ancient 
days of meek and patient holiness. I have 
confessed my sins, I have repented, and I trust 
to be forgiven. What can man say more? 
Yet it was not thus that I had dreamed of 
dying, stretched on a sick-bed by a peasant's 
hand. I was a soldier's son, brought up among 
glittering arms and fluttering flags, and I had 
hoped for a hero's death, and a soldier's grave. 
Had a flend whispered to me, as I rode proudly 
forth to the battle-field, with a forest of spears 
and baycmets glancing around me, with the 
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flap of the gonfalon, and the neigh of the war- 
Steed eyer in my ear, and my blood boUing 
madly at every blast of trumpet and clarion^ 
that I should perii^ thus ignobly in this cold 
<^d foggy land, I should have laughed the 
prediction to scorn. But that is over now." 

Willis sank back again as he spoke, and his 
eyes grew dim and glassy, while the grey and 
ashen hue of his cheek showed that he was 
rapidly sinking. 

" Show me the cross and star again, my 
Mend," he said, " let me see them once 
more." 

Lara held up the glittering decorations 
before his eyes. 

" The King's hand gave them, and they shall 
moulder with their wearer in the tomb," said 
Willis ; then, lifting himself, and supporting 
his frame on his elbows, he kissed the gleaming 
insignia of honor and chivalry, and mur- i 

muring, " Viva el Rey Carlos^^^ he sank back 
and died. And Toro's mournful whine was 
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the only sound that broke the stillness of the 
room for several minutes, as the poor dog ca- 
ressed the cold hand of his lifeless master, and 
in his mute language vainly begged for a 
glance of the eye that had ever looked kin^y 
upon him. 
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CHArTEE III. 



Willis was buried, as he had expressed a wish 
to be, among the dead who sleep in the little 

cemetery attached to the chapel of , away 

in a shady and woodland nook of the quiet 
country, instead of lying among the crowded 
gravestones of the city. The cross and star 
were, unseen by mute or pall- bearer, replaced 
upon the dead man's breast by Lara, a few 
minutes before the coffin was secured. And 
as the earth rattled heavily upon the coffin-lid, 
Lara truly sorrowed for the untimely fate of 
one of whose many estimable and noble 
qualities even their brief acquaintance had 
given him a glimpse ; while it was easy to see 
that an unfolded tale of grief and trials, neither 
few nor easy to be borne, evidently slept 
beneath the turf with him, whose thread of 
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life had been snapped so early and so abruptly. 
But there was a mute mourner beside his 
master's bier, whose love never slumbered, and 
whose regrets, silently and simply expressed, 
were far more touching than the clamorous and 
often hypocritical elegies, which worldly minded 
human beings frequently utter on the de- 
parted. 

For two days and nights poor Toro sat 
watching beside the bed on which, stark and 
cold, lay his dead master, looking up, ever and 
anon, for a caress or a glance of kindness from 
the lifeless form that was so dear to him, and 
occasionally giving a faint, low whine of in- 
quiry and complaint. All day he lay there, 
loathing food and water, and refusing to notice 
any one but Lara. Even the nurse, whose 
duty it was to sit beside the couch of death, 
and whose feelings had naturally been blunted 
and rendered callous by her trade, and who 
was, at first, scandalised at a dog's presence in 
that still chamber, was melted by the sad but 
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UH&lteruig affection of the devoted animal, 
and allowed herself to be reconciled to the 
anomaly, remarking as she did so, '^ that the 
dog was just like a christian." 

Ah ! how few men's or women's hearts are 
there, Christian or Paynim, that would not seem 
selfish and chill when compared to the boundless 
depth of the love of a faithful dog ! When 
the men came to place the body in the 
coffin, the fury of Tore was appalling, and it 
was very difficult for even Lara, for whom he 
showed every sign of aflGBction, to pacify him. 
And when the coffin was borne slowly along 
the gravelled path, which wound through the 
small and humble ohuroh-yard, and led to the 
spot where the ready grave had been dug, and 
where it gaped, cannibal-like and hungry, for 
the corpse that was doomed to rest in its depths, 
Toro walked by Lara's side. With drooping 
tail and ears, with hanging head and sad eye, 
the silent brute-mourner followed his beloved 
master to the tomb. 
E 2 
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When the body was lowered into the gmve, 
Toro whined piteously, and could scarcely be 
prevented from springing into the yawning 
gulf, into which the coffin, which, as he well 
knew, contained his master's lifeless form, was 
descending. And when the abyss was filled 
up, and the human friend, whom his simple 
nature had loved and cherished with a warm 
yet reverent devotion, which has no parallel in 
either the religious adoration or the earthly 
affections of men, was for ever hidden from 
his sight, it was hardly possible for Lara to 
withdraw him from the spot, and convey him 
back to Oxford in his own carriage. The 
strictness of college rules was relaxed in this 
instance, for Dons and Porters are human after 
all, and every one was speaking of Willis's 
umtimely end, and retailing such scraps as could 
be collected of his melancholy story, so no one 
thought of excluding Toro from the college 
walls; and Lara, taking him up to his own 
rooms, tried hard, by gentle persuasioli and 
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kindness, to reconoile the fine animal to his 
loss. 

The endeavour was useless, however. Toro 
would neither eat nor rest, and, in answer to 
caresses, he would lick the hand that patted 
him, and look gratefully up in Lara's face, 
then .lie down before the door, and whine 
mournfully, ever and anon turning a beseech- 
ing glance to Lara, as if imploring to be 
allowed to go to him, whose death had made 
the world as blank and dreary to him as the 
sky would be were the sun's rays for ever ex- 
tingushed. 

All the rest of that day Lara kept Toro with 
him, vainly trying to soothe and comfort him. 
When evening came, the noble hound stretched 
himself out before the fire, and slept or feigned 
to sleep, and Lara, on retiring to rest, left him 
still lying upon the hearth-rug. 

Soon after, old Peter, the scout, opened the 
outer oak with his latch key, and, passing 
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through the small salon^ tapped at Lara's door, 
and detirered a message from the Dean. 

TJnobseryed and noiselessly, Toto glided like 
a shadow out of the room into the dusky 
oortidor, and ya^ished in the darkness. Hd 
was not missed until the morning, when Lara 
disoonirered his absenee, Mid, having vainly 
sought for him about the college, asked the 
Cerberus in the gate-lodge for tidings of the 
truant. The man told him that he had opened 
the gate at eleven to a party of students re* 
turning from a wine i>arty, and that something 
like a dog had slipped through at the same 
time. 

A sudden idea fladied upon Lara's mind. 
He ordered a horse to be saddled, and rode 
rapidly down to the little country church-yard, 
where Willis had been buried the day before. 
The night had been a stormy one, snow, raiuj 
and hail, mixed and blent in chilly showers, 
had beaten incessantly against the windows, 
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and the wind had howled and raged like the 
waves of an angry sea. The roads were fet- 
lock deep in mud and water, and the hoofs of 
Lara's horse splashed up the miry flood^ as he 
dashed through the lanes, into which the over- 
flooded meadows and banks had poured their 
superabundant moisture. On arriving before 
the little chapel, Lara dismounted, and tying 
his horse to the overhangmg bough of a yew 
tree, entered the churchyard. It was as he 
expected. On his master's grave, stretched 
out as if in sleep, lay Toro, cold and dead. 
He had watched anxiously for an opportunity 
to escape from Lara's guardianship, and having 
profited by old Peter's visit, to glide through 
the half-open door, had waited till the gate 
being unclosed, to admit a party of under- 
graduates, permitted him to regain his liberty, 
and then, disregarding the distance and the 
tempest, had hurried to his master's last 
resting-place, to die. Long abstinence from 
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food) cold, and exposure to the elements^ had 
aided the task of grief, and Willis's, or rather 
Waldersley^s dumb friend and companion in 
all his wanderings, now lay upon his grave, 
in the attitude of a oouchant hound, sculptured 
upon a marble monument. Lara stood for a 
few moments, sorrowfully gazing upon the 
noble creature that was stretched out at his 
feet, and then walking to a neighbouring farm, 
procured the aid of a labouring man and a 
spade. Willis's grave was at the extreme edge 
of the cemetery, scarcely a paee from the fence 
that bounded it in, which, instead of a wall, 
was a thick and copse-like hedge. In this 
boundary, and at the foot of a large thorn tree, 
Lara made the man he had summoned dig a 
grave for poor Toro. The dead hoimd was 
laid in it, the earth thrown in, and the turf 
carefully replaced, so that Toro slept within a 
few feet of his master, without being actually 
in consecrated ground. The labourer was re- 
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munerated and dismissed, and Lara remounted 
his horse. 

^^Many people would think this a foolish 
act, and some, for anything I know^ a wicked 
one;" said he, as he rode slowly back to 
Oxford ; " but to my mind, fidelity and de- 
votedness deserve a grave, even in a dog. 
People would be ready enough to honour a 
man, who should display such qualities as that 
poor hound, even in a less degree. To be sure, 
it would be more rare !'' 



E o 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Laka had scarcely reached his rooms in college, 
on his return from the little churchyard, when 
the door opened, and Peter announced Mr. 
Pouncettes. The man of law entered, dressed 
as usual in a formally cut suit of black, and 
having bowed to Lara, with an expression of 
countenance, as black and imperturbable as 
that of a red Indian, seated himself in the 
proffered arm-chair, and produced a small 
bundle of papers, carefully tied up with red 
tape, from his capacious pocket, and adjusting 
his gold-mounted spectacles more accurately 
upon the bridge of his legal nose, proceeded to 
select a document from the heap before him, to 
spread it out upon his knee, and flatten down 
the creases with his hand ; the whole being 
done with a slow and cautious deliberation. 
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which was, to a young and impatient man, 
provoking in the highest degree. 

" The object of my visit, Mr. Brasdefer," 
said Mr. Founcettes at length, in much such a 
dry and husky tone of voice, as might rea- 
sonably have been expected to issue from the 
dusty boards of some mouldy tome, or worm- 
eaten folio of law ; " the object of my visit is 
to transact the business necessary for the due 
arrangement of the aflfairs, and proper fulfil- 
ment of the wishes of our departed friend, 
Lionel Waldersley, Esquire, more commonly 
known by the name of Willis in this country, 
and in Spain by various foreign titles^ which it 
is unimportant and unnecessary to enumerate^ 
since by the laws of England, no British sub- 
ject has a right to hold or bear any alien title 
or foreign distinction whatsoever, without leave 
to that effect being granted by his own 
sovereigD ; nor can I find among the docu- 
ments, with which the late Mr. • Waldersley, 
otherwise Willis, entrusted me at the time of 
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tho execution of his last will and t&stammt, 
any proofs of such gracious and royal per- 
tiiission having been obtained." 

"My dear sir," broke in Lara, "would it 
iiiit be as well if you were to overlook these 
tnore matters of form, and tell me at once 
what the wishes of poor Waldersley were ?'* 

'* To disregard matters of form would be a 
dangerous precedent — a dangerous precedent 
indeed, Mr. Brasdefer !" replied the phlegma- 
tio lawyer, gently waving his hand, as if in 
deprecation of Lara's hastiness. " I have 
known a young gentleman condemned to the 
liigh pains and penalties of transportation 
beyond seaa for the whole term of his natural 
life, merely for presenting at a London bank 
a cheque purporting to be signed by bis 
brother-in-law, without previously going- 
through the ceremony of requesting the latter 
to write his name upon the paper, but which he 
considered as a needless formality, and that 
v.aa a pity, as he was transported for the of- 
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fence, but it was a matter of form, a mere 
matter of form." 

" I hope, Mr. Pouncettes," said Lara, " that 
you do not imagine there is any danger of my 
committing a similar act, and incurring a 
similar punishment, chat you have favoured 
me with this edifying history ?" 

" By no means, my dear sir, by no means !" 
said the unmoved notary ; " on the contrary, 
were you even indicted for such an act, I 
,would (according to one of the most time- 
honoured principles of our English common 
law) credit your plea of Not Guilty, until such 
time as an incriminatory verdict should have 
been pronounced by the jury impanelled to 
decide the case. But I must inform you, that 
the late Mr. Waldersley has appointed you his 
sole executor and residuary legatee." 
. And without noticing Lara's look of aston- 
ishment, Mr. Pouncettes again adjusted his 
spectacles, and glancing at the paper, said — 

" Siuce you so much dislike matters of 
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form, Mr. Brasdefer ! I will, instead of read- 
ing the will at length, according to my original 
intention, divest its contents as much as pos- 
sible of legal technicalities, and communicate 
the meaning of the testator at once. The pur- 
port of the document then is, that Lionel 
Waldersley, sometimes known as Lionel Willis, 
and, in Spain, by the titles of Conde, Duca, 
and other alien designations, being of sound 
mind, but infirm body, appoints Lara Brasdefer, 
Esquire, his executor, and prays the said Lara 
Brasdefer to lose no time in carrying out the 
provisions of this his last Will and Testament. 
In short, Mr. Waldersley bequeaths the half of 
his fortune of eight hundred and seventy-three 
pounds per annum, as well as a sum of two 
thousand pounds lodged in his banker's hands 
(whose name and address are here given) the said 
fortime being vested in English securities 
(which are here enumerated) to the Marquis of 
Ocana, Grande6 of Spain, in trust for His 
Most Catholic Majesty of Spain, otherwise 
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call^ Don Carlos, to the furtherance of whose 
efforts to regain possession of his rightM 
throne (I quote the testator's words) the prin- 
cipal, or interest, according to ihe judgment of 
the executor and the Marquis of Ocana, is to 
be devoted. The remaining moiety of his 
l^operty Mr. Waldersley gives and bequeaths 
to Lara Brasdefer, his heirs, executors, and 
assigns, as a mark of friendship and esteem, 
heartily praying the said Lara Brasdefer to ac- 
cept the same, as he may do without the 
slightest compunction, since no relative or 
friend survives. His Most Catholic Majesty of 
Spain alone excepted, who has any claim, on 
account of consanguinity or ancient friendship, 
on the said Lionel Waldersley. Farther, the 
said Lionel Waldersley leaves to Lara Brasde- 
fer's care and kindness. Tore, his faithful and 
favourite hound, trusting that he will cherish 
him for his old master's sake, until he learns 
to be fond of him for his own.^' 

" Poor fellow !" interrupted Lara ; " he 
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loved his human protector too sincerely ever to 
have become attached to a new one." 

And Lara recounted to Mr. Founcettes the 
touching devotedness of the noble brute whom 
he had found dead upon his master's grave. 

Mr. Pouncettes was not, generally speaking, 
addicted to sentiment or sympathy, but he 
seemed to find a great many pinches of snuff 
necessary before the end of the story, and at 
its conclusion, he blew his nose violently, and 
wiped his dimmed spectacles assiduously. 

^'Hem, hem!'' said he, after a pause; "I 
used to read of such things in Bingley's book 
about dogs, which my children are so fond of, 
but, somehow, I never realised the truth of 
them, nor, in point of feet, ever believed in 
them exactly, until now. My opinion is, how- 
ever, sir, that a faithful dog might teach many 
of us a lesson, a lesson we might profit by, sir. 
But to resume the subject of the bequests in 
our poor friend's will. I fear, I very much 
fear, that the legacy to the Marquis of Ocana 
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in trust for Don Carlos is not strictly legal and 
warrantable." 

" How so ?" said Lara ; " is it possible that 
the, law can interpose a barrier to prevent a 
man from leaving his property to any person or 
purpose that he thinks fit ?" 

"Undoubtedly," answered Mr. P(funcettes, 
" the law in this instance may very probably 
interpose itself, according to the strict letter 
of its interpretation, between the wishes of the 
testator and their fulfilment. In other words, 
it is illegal for any British subject to levy war 
in any manner against any foreign potentate 
at peace with this country ; and I do not see 
how the bequest to the Marquis of Ocana for 
the furtherance of the restoration of Don Car- 
los can be construed into anything short of a 
levying war against an ally of the English 
Crown." 

" Waldersley was English by birth, sir, it is 
true," said Lara ; " but, undoubtedly, by edu- 
cation, habits, and long residence in Spain, he 
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iHttJt Mquired a right to be considered as a 
tttj^ive of that country. He was an office in 
t|^ Carlist army, and his allegiance was due 
^ the monarch for whom his sword was 

^^ Stop a moment, Mr. Brasdefer, stop a mo- 
ment/' said Mr. Pouneettes ; ^' no British sub- 
jj^t as a right to enlist in a foreign service., 
without permission firom his own Sovereign, 
while he cannot be naturalised in any other 
(H>untry without being previously emancipated 
tVom his allegiance at home. Kow, although 
the &ct of Mr. Waldersley's bearing several 
Spanish titles proves Hiat he must have been 
naturalised in that country, yet still no evi- 
dence exists to the effect of his having been 
absolved from his English allegiance, but, 
rather, there is a strong presumption to the 
contrary. Mr. Waldersley^s personal and 
political sympathies were starongly in farour of 
Don Carlos, but without entering into the 
question of the tatter's right to ^e throne. 
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Ser Majesty Queen Isabella is unquestionably 
Sovereign of Spain de facto^ and has been re- 
cognised by the British Government as also 
Queen de jure. Now, no excuse, (legally 
speaking) could be found for Mr. Waldersley's 
fighting against an ally of England, nor for his 
abetting, directly or indirectly, a resolution 
tending to overthrow the authority of Her 
Most Catholic Majesty. I scarcely like to stig- 
matise Don Carlos, who is unquestionably a 
prince or infant having certain claims recog- 
nised by many Spaniards, as a Pretender, so I 
shall prefer to call him a Sovereign pretend- 
ing to the Spanish throne ; but, at any rate, an 
attempt to overthrow the existing Government 
would be characterised by the Powers of 
Europe as an act of flat rebellion and barefaced 
usurpation, and in consequence any bequest 
made for the furtherance of such a purpose is 
in law null and void," 

" B»it," said Lara, " do you think that aily 
objeotion to this legacy would be started, 
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since it appears to me tliat very few persons in 
England can possibly be interested in prevent- 
ing Don Carlos £roin dethroning Queen Isa- 
bella ?" 

** I do not," replied Mr. Pouncettes, *^ since 
n all probability the probate would be ad- 
ministered at Doctor's Commons without the 
slightest demur." 

**Then, my dear Mr. Pouncettes," said 
Lara, " as you avow yourself to be totally in- 
different to Spanish politics, I trust you will 
not allow your professional zeal for the abstract 
prindple, of bternati«.al Uw to carry you 
away so far as to induce you to oppose poor 
Waldersley's last wishes firom being carried 
into execution. If you do, it only remains for 
me, poor as I am, to devote the generous be- 
quest of Waldersley to me to the object of his 
original legacy." 

" Hum ! hum !" said the lawyer ; " it is 
true that the purposes of the testator are not 
strictly legal; but matters of more moment 
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often are professionally brought before our no-* 
tice which we do not yet feel it our duty to 
reveal to justice. So, though no man can en* 
tertain a higher respect than I do for the 
statutes of this realm ; yet, as I am neither 
Attorney nor Solicitor-General, and in no way 
retained by the Crown to enquire into or take 
cognizance of affairs of this nature, I think it 
is best to — to obtain the probate of the will as 
soon as possible, pay the legacy duty, put the 
business into the hands of the executor, and, 
in a word, wink at the departure from the rules 
of strict legality." 

"I thought so," said Lara, shaking Mr. 
Pouncettes heartily by the hand, as he rose to 
retire. 

When the lawyer had taken his leave, Lara 
crossed the quadrangle, to Willis's rooms, and 
there proceeded to fulfil the wishes of his 
deceased friend, by burning, without scrutiny, 
the numerous papers, and other small articles 
which filled the desks and drawers. A large 
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fire burned brightly in the grate, and into it 
Lara flung the contents of portfolios, and 
secretaires as he opened them in succession. 
There were several packets of letters in a 
delicate female hand- writing, and many mis- 
cellaneous papers bound together with black 
ribbon ; a minature in its case ; a faded bunch 
of violets ; a bracelet ; two long locks of curling 
and silken hair, one blond, the other raven 
black ; a broken chain of gold ; a glove ; an em- 
broidered handkerchief. There was a Journal, 
bound in white, and clasped with silver, but it 
was smeared with ink, and stained with blood, 
a type of the soul, whicli starting pure and 
spotless upon the rough path of life, arrives, 
sullied and battered, at its destined goal. 
There was a scarf, such as high-bom and 
youthful cavaliers were wont to wear in the 
arena of the bull -fights, but it was pierced 
through, as if by some rude and blunt weapon, 
and on the ragged edges were patches of clotted 
gore. All these relics of other days Lara 
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threw into the fire, scarcely glancing at them 
as he did so, though each recalled painfully 
the melancholy fate, and blighted aspirations of 
one so highly gifted, and so unhappy as 
Waldersley. At length the task was done, 
and bearing with him a collar of poor Toro's, 
which he had found hanging on a nail beside 
the chimney-piece, and which he designed to 
preserve as a memorial of the noble hound ; 
Lara returned to his own apartments. 

Two days after, Mr. Pouncettes called upon 
him to say that the probate of the will had been 
granted at once, there having been no opposition, 
and that he had brought the vouchers for the 
money which was invested in the English 
funds. 

" I must go at once to Brussels, and give 
up my trust into the hands of the Marquis of 
Ocana ;" said Lara, as he received the papers. 

'^ You will do as you please. I have 
nothing to do with anything illegal ;" said Mr. 
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Founcettes, as he bowed ceremoniously to 
Lara, and retired. 

Lara meditated for a short time, and then 
sallied out into the street. It was the after- 
nccu of the fifth of NovemW, <md . foggy, 
dark day, with a palpable atmosphere, and a 
continual drizzle. Through the muddy streets 
marched in solemn array, long processions of 
boys, escorting grim straw stuffed effigies, re- 
presenting Guy Fawkes, while the occasional 
explosion of squibs, crackers, and other cheap 
triumphs of the pyrotechnic art beguiled the 
time until darkness should be the signal for 
lighting the bonfires. Nor was the rejoicing 
in all cases of a peaceful nature. From time 
immemorial, the anniversary of the Gunpow- 
der Plot has been signalized by fierce and pro- 
longed battles between the hostile partisans of 
town and gown ; the origin of which it would 
be hopeless to trace, but whose effects are often 
plainly to be seen in black eyes and swollen 
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features, though, whether any Puseyitieal spirit 
prompts the under-graduates to fight for the 
cause of popery, while the butcher's appren- 
tices and bargemen stand forward as the 
Paladins of Protestantism, or whether the 
customary aflPray is merely the result of an 
innate love of mischief, is doubtful. On this 
occasion the streets were crowded, and every 
sign of a belligerent disposition was manifested 
by the rabble. The appearance of a univer- 
sity man was invariably followed by a storm of 
hootings and insulting epithets, and in many 
parts of the thoroughfares, eggs, turnip tops, 
cabbage stalks, and other innocuous, but un- 
savoury missiles, flew as thick as hail. 

Every obnoxious trencher- cap was unmerci- 
fully pelted by \he gamins^ and not unfrequently 
the wearer was hustled and roughly pushed from 
the trottoir by the sturdy navigators, and water- 
side cads, who instigated the younger fry to 
commence hostilities. In some places lamps 
were broken, pebbles thrown with considerable 
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force, and cudgels brandished by the more 
violent and evil disposed of the city's cham- 
pions, whose deafening shouts rang far and 
near through the bustling streets. 

Lara strode steadily on through this scene of 
riot and confusion, intent alone upon finding 
Sir Douglas Dashberry, whom he wanted to 
secure as his companion in his meditated journey 
to Brussels. Thinking of nothing but the 
best means of fulfilling Waldersley's last 
wishes, he utterly disregarded the hostile ges- 
tures, and menacing shouts of the mob around 
him, while there seemed at the same time to 
be a spell in his tall and graceful form, his 
firm tread, and steady nerves, that caused even 
the most insolent and daring of the rabble to 
give him a free passage through their serried 
ranks. Scarcely, however, had he arrived at 
the com market, when a brickbat wizzed by 
him, and went crashing through a window 
behind him, while a yell of disappointment 
that arose, as the missile failed to hit its 
mark, recalled his attention to what was going 
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on around him. The whole of the broad 
street that passes old Cardinal Wolsey's mon- 
ster college, was cramm'ed full of people of the 
lowest class, and who, by their savage cries, 
and angry gesticulations were evidently bent 
on mischief. Several large parties of students 
were standing in nonchalant attitudes on the 
pavement, or patrolling up and down, linked 
arm in arm, while nunbers of others stood 
looking on, quiet partakers of the boisterous 
scene. The Proctor in his velvet sleeves, and 
looking awfully frightened, was there, while, 
in addition to his ordinary myrmidons, a troop 
of policemen were drawn up in martial array, 
behind him. 

Meanwhile, the mob, more and more furious 
as the clamour increased, and provoked to 
frenzy by the real or assumed indifference of 
the gownsmen to the taunts and vituperative 
epithets which were lavished upon them, began 
to shower a profusion of missiles, animal and 
vegetable, of which dead cats, oyster shells, 
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and cabbage stalks, were the most prominent 
features. 

The Proctor moved forward with an im- 
posing air, and a dignified wave of the hand, 
and warned the disturbers of the public peace 
to desist from their unlawful proceedings. A 
shout of defiance and contempt answered the 
magisterial admonition, and a storm of projec- 
tiles overwhelmed the aflfrighted Proctor, who 
was so mercilessly pelted that he was forced to 
make as ignominious a retreat as Horace him- 
self, from the battle of Actium. The derisive 
hoots of the multitude followed him as he 
sought refuge among the marshalsmen and 
constables ; one of his velvet sleeves, however, 
remaining in the grasp of a sturdy butcher, 
which trophy, erected on the end of a pole, 
waved like a standard over the masses of the 
rabble. 

A contest for superiority instantly took 
place between the police and the mob, in which 
the former were so obviously out-numbered, 
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that iheir chance of victory was most slender. 
The crowd haying been manifestly the aggres- 
sors, the students chivalrously determined to 
rescue the Proctor and his myrmidons, who 
were now beset on every hand, and the hostile 
cries of, * town, town V and * gown, gown !' 
rent the air. 

Abandoning the attack upon the police, 
the partisans of the city rushed furiously upon 
their aristocratic foes, in which patrician cou- 
rage and spirit usually proved an overmatch 
for plebeian brawn and sinew. A general 
fight ensued, in which it was not unusual to 
see a huge and powerful bargeman fall like an 
ox in the shambles, beneath the slight but 
nervous arm of some elegant stripling, whose 
finely chiselled features and smooth chin made 
a. striking contrast to the coarse lineaments 
and bristly beard of his ponderous antagonist ; 
while, occasionally, a tall and stalwart gowns- 
man would be seen gallantly keeping at bay a 
whole circle of foes, who formed a clamorous 
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rmg around him, as honnds around a forest 
stag or an enraged boar. 

Scienoe and pluck made the nndergraduates 
at least equal to their enemies, whose brutal 
force was neutralised by the superior skill 
which was opposed to it. But, ere long, brick- 
bats, pebbles, and paving-stones hailed in tor- 
rents about the devoted students, and a num- 
ber of thick cudgels and knotted clubs made 
their appearance with magical rapidity. Every 
instant some unfortunate youth was struck to 
the ground by a heavy brickbat, or felled by 
the bludgeons of the bargemen, and many were 
carried, bleeding and insensible, into the 
college. The yells of the rabble grew fiercer 
and more menacing, and many of the fallen 
were trampled upon unul their rescuers had 
the greatest difficulty in preventing tineir being 
trodden to death beneath the rush of hobnailed 
feet. 

Meanwhile, the Proctor most ungratefully 
busied himself in making memoranda of the 
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names of all the under-graduates within his 
reach, whose owners were destined to be rusti- 
cated on the morrow. 

The gownsmen fought bravely, but their 
fists and slight canes were a poor defence against 
the cudgels of their opponents, and many of 
their number, wounded or disheartened, had 
left the scene of action. Suddely a band of 
college scouts who had been sworn in as special 
constables appeared, led on by the junior 
Proctor. Eushing upon the beleaguered gowns- 
men, these worthy servants assaulted them 
with the greatest ferocity, and proved their 
sympathy for their own class by pommelling 
their masters, or rather the Mends of their 
masters, most unmercifully. The police joined 
the victorious side, and a savage melee com- 
menced, in which even the lookers-on were 
involved. 

A butcher, whose naked arms looked like 
the gnarled limbs of an oak, strode up to Lara 
and aimed a blow at him. Lara, who was 
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remarkably oool and good-tempered parried the 
stroke, and, without returning it, pushed the 
aggressor aside, and made his way to the 
opposite side of the street, where he saw the 
tall fonn of Sir Douglas Dashberry, who, with 
a group of men from the " House," was re- 
sisting the assaults of a perfect swarm of foes. 
The antagonists of this knot of undergraduates 
were among the most resolute of the mob, 
being mostly drovers, bargemen, and railway 
labourers, whose muscular strength and deter- 
mination made them especially formidable. 
Btill Sir Douglas was fighting gaily and cheer- 
fully, dealing blows which made his enemies 
recoil, and cheering on his own friends, when, 
just as Lara gained the trottoiry a great stone 
struck a young gownsman upon the temple, 
and inflicted a deep gash, from which the blood 
streamed fast. He fell at once, and another 
luckless collegian was levelled with the earth 
the instant after, by a club wielded by the 
very butcher whom Lara had repulsed. Kicked 
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and trampled on by the conquering rabble, the 
unhappy collegians seemed to have but little 
chance of escaping with life. 

" Therein be murder done before long," 
muttered a man in front of Lara. 

"Tom Hawkins, is it you?" said Lara, 
gladly; "help me to save these poor follows 
from being trodden to death." 

" I^U help your honour willingly enough ;" 
said Hawkins ; as he tripped up the heels of the 
two nayyies nearest him, and lifting up one of 
the prostrate heroes as easily as if he had been 
a child, bore him to the gate of the great col* 
lege, which was readily opened by its janitor 
to admit the ex-pirate and his helpless burden. 
Lara, half carried, half dragged, the other to 
the shelter of the college walls, receiving more 
than one hard blow as he did so, while all the 
gownsmen who were fighting round Sir Douglas 
retreated to the gates, the Baronet himself, 
with one companion, retiring last, and resum- 
p 5 



106 FALCONBKCK HJlLL. 

ing, in front of the entrance, the suspended 
combat with tiie mob. 

" Come in, Dashbeny, out of harm's way. 
1 want you to do me a favor ;" said Lara, as 
the Baronet approached. 

"Wait a minute, Brasdrfer," said Sir 
Douglas, "I've not had, what a sailor would 
call, my * whack,' yet." 

" You soon will have if you stop out there," 
answered Lara, as a huge pebble knocked off 
the Baronet's hat, and another stone struck his 
companion on the breast and made him stagger 
back with a broken collar bone. 

" I'm dead beat, Dashberry," he said, with 
a groan ; " one of the small bones in my arm 
was broken five minutes ago, and I must give 
in and look out for a sling and a surgeon." 

"That's a very general requirement just 
now," said Sir Douglas, cooly, as he wrenched 
the butcher's club from his hand and knocked 
him down with it. 
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A little aotiye man, whose scientific spar- 
ring showed him to be a pme-fighter, sprang 
at Sir Douglas, but was saluted by a tremen- 
dous left-handed blow beneath the ear, which 
^ floored/ him in an instant. 

"No, no, Master Charley, you're not able 
to thrash me yet," said Sir Douglas, laughing 
at the discomfited hero, as he rose and slunk 
away. But the sticks of the navyies cracked 
caud crashed over the cudgel with which Sir 
Douglas parried the strokes aimed at him, like 
shilelaghs at an Irish fair, and it was not until 
the Baronet had received some heavy blows 
that Lara succeeded in grasping his arm and 
dragging him within the gates, wjiich were 
instantly closed against the victorious t barge- 
men. 

The mob, after some time rattling their 
sticks against the gate, and calling upon Sir 
Douglas to come out and face them, a chal- 
lenge which the latter seemed half disposed to 
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accept^ quitted the scene of the late riot, whero 
no foe remained to oppose them, and sought 
fio* enemies in other quarters of the town. 
When they were gone, Sir Douglas burst into 
a hearty fit of laughing. 

<^What you see amusing in this, I, not 
having a drop of Milesian Mood in my veins, 
cannot, for my very life, discover," said Lara ; 
^^the whole a£GEdr seems to me an absord 
quarrel, attended by serious consequences ; a&d 
yet you seem as much diverted as if the riot 
had been a mere carnival squabble at Naples. 
I thought it was only at Tipperary that it 
was reckoned pleasant to be drubbed." 

" A very Irish pleasure, no doubt," replied 
Sir Douglas, with a look of perfect content- 
ment ; " but you have something to say to me, 
I see. Suppose we just walk round the mea- 
dows, or stroll as far as Magdalen Bridge. It 
is easier to talk in the streets than in this noisy 
quadrangle, crowded as it is with wounded 
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knights busily employed in reooimting their 
prowess and descanting on their hurts. So 
eome along." 

** Would it be quite prudent for so well- 
known a pi»rtisan of the ^gown' to venture 
out of doors again, while the mob are flushed 
with victory T^ asked Lara, in a doubtful tone^ 
for he well knew Sir Douglas's headstrong 
courage, and outioipated a rene^ al of hostili- 
ties. 

^^ If you mean to defer your communication 
imtil I grow prudent, I fear you will have to 
wait a vegry long time," answered flie wilful 
Baronet, making a sign, as he spoke, to the 
porter, to open the gate. 

Jus^ as he had drawn Lara's arm through 
his, and was preparing to quit the college, a 
young man walked up to him. 

"You wanted to know the score of our 
killed, wounded, and missing, Dashberry!" 
said he, holding out a paper ; " here's an ac- 
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curate return for you of the loss we have sus- 
tained here in the ^ house.' " 

" What an awful list of casualties !" mat- 
tered Sir DouglaSy as he ran his eyes over a 
list of ugly items, and read out, in a low tone, 
'^ribs smashed, three! collarbone! broken 
arm ! so — ^two fingers smashed, teeth knocked 
out, dislocated thumb, and another arm — 
Corbleu I cut on forehead, eye much injured, 
stunned, and they think a compound fractoiie 
of the skull ! bad that ! smashed thighbone ! 
very bad indeed ! black eyes count for 
nothing/' continued Sir Douglas, as he drew 
Lara out of the college, ^^ and as for bruises, I 
haven't a doubt but that my whole body is 
black, blue, yellow, purple, and orange; my 
arms in particular must be prismatic, perfect 
rainbows. It is curious to see how the differ- 
ent colours fade away and merge in one an- 
other, if you ever happened to notice it. Bras- 
defer I I should say my skin would be a curious 
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study for an artist. Faith, you might fancy a 
painter had used it for a palette to mix colours 
upon." 

Lara then noticed, for the first time, that 
his Mend's left hand was bleeding and much 
injured, and as he seemed to have forgotten it, 
recalled his attention to the fact. 

Sir Douglas coolly tied a white handkerchief 
round it, the snowy purity becoming tinged 
with blood in an instant. 

'' That's a trifling tap which I received in 
warding off a blow that would have spoiled my 
beauty for ever and a day," remarked he, with 
perfect composure ; " my, head, I know to be 
proof against crabstick and oaken staff, and 
not being tender enough to mind a few 
bruises, I direct all my attention to guarding 
my face, not wishing to appear for the rest of 
my life with a flattened nose, and a green 
shade over one eye, like Eaikes, or w ithout four 
of my front teeth, like poor Jacobs. So I saved 
my features from being hammered into a new 
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form ^ by a bargeman's cudgel^ and only got 
this cut across the knuckles, which, I assure 
you, I scarcely felt at the time, though it be- 
gins to smart confoundedly now. The worst 
of it is, that 1 shall be unable to put on a kid 
glove to-night, but nHmportCj fair ladies Always 
admire a wounded soldier; and, as Europe is 
quiet now, even a hurt such as mine becomes 
romantic, a sort of ornament to a man; and 
when I appear to-night with my arm care- 
fully adjusted in a black satin sling, and, if 
possible, a delicate pallor spread over my coun - 
tenance, you will be astonished to see what an 
object of interest I shall be to the lovelier por- 
tion of the company." 

" And where do you intend to create such a 
sensation?" asked Lara; ^^and what fair 
demoiselles are to be fascinated by the specta- 
cle of a mangled hero ?" 

" Horror of horrors ! an' you love me, HaI ! 
don't call me by so atrocious an epithet as 
mangledy a word only suggestive of Doctor 
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Johnson's barbarous carving at Lord Chester- 
field's table, and possibly of the species of rack 
with which English blanchissemes tear and 
torture newly washed linen. Mangling is by 
fax too savage an expression when used to 
designate a champion, ^ with all his blushing 
honours' thick upon him.' But with regard to 
your question ; the young ladies, whose tender 
hearts are to be melted by the sight of my 
satin sling and pale cheeks, are the three Miss 
Doveleys, or, in more modem parlance, the 
Misses Doveley ; and of all the girls I know, 
they are the most certain to admire a disabled 
soldier; not that I mean to say that they would 
be in raptures with a wooden-legged Chelsea 
pensioner, but that such a carpet knight as 
myself would be certain to flutter their sus- 
ceptible bosoms. Lydia, Clara, and Flora 
Doveley are, you must know, not exactly ro- 
mantic, but decidedly sentimental, and senti- 
ment bears the same relation to romance that 
British gooseberry champagne does to the 
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glorious grape juice of Epemay and Clos 
Vongedt. In the delightful Dark Ages, these 
fair maidens would have been in their element, 
not exactly as heroines, not quite in the 
Brenhilda of Aspramonte style, but rather as 
Queens of Beauty, the givers of jHizes at tour- 
naments, the presidents of troubadour courts 
of love. They are all handsome, all el^ant ; 
they all play the harp well, write poetry, keep 
albums resplendent in embossed paper, gold- 
leaf pagodas, fancy sketches of Namouna and 
Minna Troil, and namby-pamby little sonnets 
written in the smallest of characters with the 
finest of crowquills. What unspeakable 
amusement those literary oUas of theirs have 
afiforded me ! None the less that many of the 
ladies and gentlemen who have been over- 
persuaded into writing in them appear to have 
found quotation easier than composition, ajid, 
therefore, to have inserted scraps of verse from 
some favourite bard, the fun of which is, that 
as these admirers of standard poetry are 
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generally as deficient in memory as in rhyth- 
mical inspiration, they contrive to divest their 
quotations of metre, rhyme, and meaning. 
For example, I one day found in Lydia's 
album, the following specimen, labelled 
* Byron' — 

* The lots of life are more evenly balanced than they 

seem, 
The inward life shows not the life within.' 

Match that if you can !" 

" I only regret," said Lara, " that I shall 
be prevented from making the acquaintance of 
your highly gifted friends. I must positively 
set off for Brussels to-morrow morning, and I 
had hoped that you would have been able to 
aooompany me, though, of course, I cannot 
ask you to break your engagement." 

" And why, my very prudent and conside- 
rate friend," said Dashberry, '* should either 
of us give up such a bit of fun as an evening 
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at the Pinery ? Pleasure first, and business 
afterwards ! We will dine together, drive 
amicably out to the dove's nest, as I call it, 
which is just two miles oflF, hear some par- 
ticularly good music, sip some remarkably 
excellent pale sherry, of which my good friend 
papa Dovelpy is not a little proud, quiz some 
girls who are at once lady-like, handsome, 
clever, and absurd ; then having left directions 
with our respective officieux^ as the French used 
to call servants in the days of the terror, when 
domestique was a prohibited word, to pack our 
portmanteaus, we will get six or seven hours, 
sleep, and start by the eight o'clock train. 
But, by the way, what errand takes you to 
Brussels, if the cause is not a mystery ? Is it 
love, or wine, or war ? or must one attribute 
this hasty journey to a passion for speculating 
in railway scrip, or gambling on the Belgian 
Bourse." 

"Neither one nor the other" answered 
Lara, with a smile ; " the real truth of the 
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matter is, that, poor Willis having named me 
his executor, I am obliged to go as speedily as 
possible to Brussels to fulfil my trust. I hope 
not to be away more than five or six days, but 
I suppose it is necessary • to ask for regular 
leave of absence from the Principal ?" 

" Of course," answered Sir Douglas ; ^' but 
you will have no difficulty, if you tell the worthy 
old man that you are obliged to go to Belgium on 
account of some necessary legal formalities. 
Dons dislike the law of the realm as a laical 
and profane institution, but they fear it as well 
as hate it, and enteitain nearly as much respect 
for the Chief Justice as for the Vice Chancellor 
of Oxford, himself." 

" But what have we here ?" said Lara, as 
he almost fell over the prostrate body of a man 
whose broken cap, and some torn and muddy 
rags of an academical gown, proclaimed a 
student. His face was covered with blood, his 
clothes were stained with mire, and h,e bore 
evident marks of having sustained the roughest 
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treatment. He was apparently insensible, or 
nearly so, for he groaned feebly at intervals, 
but appe£ired unable to speak, while the vacant 
stare of his filmy eyes showed his utter un- 
consciousness of the meaning of Lara's enqui- 
ries as to the nature of his inj uries. 

" What a shame to treat such a little fellow 
in this way !" said Sir Douglas, with a look of 
compassion at the helpless form before him ; 
'^ he cannot be more than eighteen, and about 
five feet two in height ! What a set of cow- 
ards those raffs are ! But what an awful cut 
this is over the head; ay, and the jaw is , 
broken ! On my word, Brasde&r, we must get 
him home as soon as we can, if we can find out 
what college he belongs to, or he'll die while 
we stand looking at him." 

" Perhaps he has a card or a letter in his 
pocket, by which we may discover his ad- 
dress," said Lara, stooping over the uncon- 
scious victim. Just then footsteps were heard 
resounding on the slippery pavement, and a 
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young undergraduate, whose coat was splashed 
with mud, and in tatters, accompanied by a 
couple of college scouts, came hurrying up. 

" Thank God ! he is not dead !" said the 
young gownsman as he surveyed the form of 
his prostrate friend. 

" What college does he belong to ?" asked 
Sir Douglas. 

" To Skimmery Hall, sir," replied the other, 
who was evidently a freshman ; "we had 
gone out together to take a walk, and as we 
came back from Headington Hill, a set of 
blackguards attacked us, and knocked us down, 
and kicked us, and tore our clothes to pieces. 
At last they left us, and we were making the 
best of our way home, when, as poor Jones 
was passing close to a small cobbler's shop, a 
stout looking young fellow leant out over the 
half door, and gave Jones two tremendous 
blows with his bludgeon, one on the face, and 
the other on the head, which brought him 
down like a shot. I ran up, and the rascal 
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shut to the other half of the door, and fastened 
it. I tried to pick Jones up, but he couldn't 
stir, and moaned so, that at last I was fright- 
ened, and ran off to Skimmery as fast as my 
legs would carry me, to fetch help." 

All this was said while the scouts were 
wiping away the blood from the face of the 
unfortunate freshman, and slowly and cautiously 
lifting him up between them, and preparing to 
carry him away. 

" Good afternoon, sir,'' said Dashberry, as 
the cortege set off for Skimmery Hall ; " if 
you are not acquainted with a skilful surgeon, 
I should recommend you to send for Mr. Par- 
kins. Above all, when you get to Skimmery, 
don't delay sending for a doctor. I mean, 
don't wait until all the dons in the Hall have 
wagged theii' wise heads over your poor friend, 
and descanted learnedly on what they know 
nothing about. Take my advice, a thing I am 
very sparing of usually, and don't lose a mo- 
ment in sending for Parkins." 
The young gownsman thanked Sir Douglas 
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ibr his kindly advice, and walked on beside 
his wounded friend, whose bearers conveyed 
him in the direction of the Hall, with a mea- 
sured step. 

" Now, Lara !" said Sir Douglas ; " this 
atrocious ruffian ought not to go unpunished. 
Let us unkennel him." 

And approaching a shop, over which hung 
an ensign, announcing that Bung was a boot 
and shoemaker, and that coverings for ladies' 
and gentlemen's feet were carefully and neatly 
repaired, he knocked violently at the barred 
door, and closed shutters of the windows. 
But the door was strong, and its bolts firm ; 
the well secured shutters returned a sullen, 
hollow sound to the hard blows with which the 
baronet tested their solidity, and the inmates 
paid not the slightest attention to Sir Douglas's 
repeated summons to open the door. 

" Should we not inform the police ?" asked 
Lara, as Dashberry desisted from his useless 
efforts. 

VOL. II. G 
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" Do you wish to be rusticated ?" said Sir 
Dashberry, " for such would probably be the 
'consequence of your attempting to draw down 
the vengeance of the law upon the heads of the 
aggressors in a town and gown row. The 
police take part against us — ^public opinion 
takes part against us — the press sympathises 
with our antagonists — the Dons anathematise us 
for giving them so much trouble, and, in fact, 
no one ever stood so much in need of " pro- 
tection,'' as an undergraduate upon the fifth of 
November. Come along to dinner, and wink 
at the impimity of yonder vagabond, as one is 
obliged to do at much that is unjust and much 
that is cruel in this world. Allans I we are 
not quite Quixotes enough to set up for gene- 
ral reformers of the social system." 

'^ What a stupid and barbarous a&ir this 
yearly battle of yours is, Dashberry !" said 
Lara, as they walked quietly on towards the 
" Star ;" " and yet I saw you fighting with as 
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much glee and enjoyment as any old Danish or 
Norwegian Berserkar." 

**' Simply because I have a dash of the wild 
Berserkar spirit, I suppose," said Sir Douglas, 
" which is not a very common thing in the 
civilized nineteenth century. Bah ! how tired 
I am of talking about the nineteenth century 
and its refinement. I wonder what the 
twentieth will be like. Never mind — the 
present sieclcj will last our time, I dare say. 
But here we are at the ^' Star." Let us order 
dinner. We must be at the Pinery by eight" 

Dinner was soon ordered, and Sir Douglas 
visited the kitchen in person, and adjured his 
friend,, the ehef, to be punctual. Having done 
which, he proceeded to beat the devil's tattoo 
upon the table of the room where he sat with 
Lara^ awaiting the appearance of the promised 
feast. 

" There is something I wish you to do for 
me, Dashberry !" said Lara, breaking a silence 
that had lasted five minutes. 
G 3 
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"I was just reflecting upon the propriety 
of bespeaking a warm bath, and being as 
prodigal of eau*de -cologne as the ancient 
gladiators were of the oil they smeard their 
limbs with, to prevent myself fix)m being stiff 
in the morning," said Sir Douglas ; *^ but what 
can I do for you, caro mio ? Whatever the boon 
is, I promise it as freely as ever a silly knight- 
errant did to a wandering damsel in a wood." 

"Did you notice that sailor-looking man 
who carried one of your fellows, who had been 
hurt, within the college gates to-day ?" asked 
Lara. 

" To be sure I did," answered Sir Douglas, 
" and I meant to give him a guinea, but when 
I looked round, after giving a few more knock- 
down blows to my especial opponents, the man 
had vanished like a sprite or a Jack o'lantem, 
rather than a Jack-tar; is he a friend of 
yours ?" 

« He is Hawkins the pirate, whose history 
I told you the other day," said Lara ; " the 
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more I see of the fellow the more I see to like 
in his character of sterling good-nature and 
roughness. Will you help me, if you can, to 
get him appointed captain of some small coast- 
ing vessel. Such a berth would make the 
worthy fellow happy for the rest of his life." 

"I'll tell you what I'U do," said Sir 
Douglas " Lashkeme is at Brandingham Park, 
just now, but he'll be back in two days, and 
I'll write him a note and leave it for him. He 
has great ideas of the dignity and importance 
of commerce and navigation, and I know he is 
hand-in-glove with half-a-dozen ship owners in 
London, while there is scarcely a skipper in 
the Jerusalem Coffee- house, who does not bow 
to him in nautical fashion when he enters that 
house of call for master mariners. If he can- 
not get Mr. Hawkins proclaimed " monarch of 
the peopled deck," of a South Shields colli'er, or 
a Glarmorgan slate ship, be assured that 
such a post is unattainable by mortal means. 
But here is Thomas with the soup." 
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And Thomas accordingly appeared, bearing 
an enonnons tureen of turtle. Dinner being 
concluded, a oarriage drove up to the door of 
tiie hotel, and Sir Douglas and Lara entering 
it, rolled rapidly in the direction of the Pinery ; 
having, by the former's advice, sent to their 
quarters for some articles of evening costume, 
and made a hasty toilet. 

" I ought to tell you," remarked Dashberry, 
as the carriage swept like a whirl- wind through 
the empty streets, " that the fair trio, Lydia, 
Clara, and Flora, were, for some time tho- 
roughly blighted by the prosaic character of this 
matter-of*&ct age, and were miserable at 
being unable to find a suitable object 
for their sympathy and enthusiasm. At 
last they succeeded in getting up a very ve- 
hement posthumous loyalty to the extinct race 
of the Stuarts, to whose cause they are en- 
tirely and blindly devoted, and for whose 
triumph over the Hanoverian usurpers of their 
throne, they daily anticipate with exultation. 
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It is amazing to see them looking at the 
portrait of the Chevalier with all the fervent 
adoration of a Bomanist for the image of his 
patron saint. And to hear them sing the songs 
of the high tory party of Queen Anne's or the 
First George's time. But this strange spirit of 
loyalty for a defunct race of sovereigns is less 
uncommon than you would suppose. Sir 
Walter has made innumerable young ladies 
enrol themselves amongst the partisans of St. 
Gtermain, by the potent spell of his Waverley 
novels, and in Cheshire, to which county 
these Doveley's belong, (they came to live 
near Oxford for the sake of the young Hope- 
ful of the family, Doveley, of St. Bamaby's, 
the greatest muff imaginable,) there actually 
exists a Jacobite club, to which many of the 
gentry of Cheshire, Shropshire, Flint and 
Denbigh, belong. They meet four times a- 
year to give Jacobite toasts, sing Jacobite 
ditties, and drink to the speedy downfall of the 
rats of Hanover, although it would be as easy 
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to find a descendant of the Pharaohs as of the 
Stuarts. When that unhappy family did 
exist, the ancestors of these same Cheshire and 
Shropshire squires refused to peril their necks 
and acres in their behalf, but their descendants 
are energetic and eloquent enough over their 
port, and talk a great deal of harmless treason 
over the mahogany." 

As Sir Douglas ended his account of the 
western Jacobites, the carriage drove through 
the open gates that led into the grounds of the 
Pinery, and whirled rapidly up the avenue 
that led to the house. 

^^ Be sure and praise the Star-Chamber and 
the thumbikins, Lauderdale and Claverhouse !" 
whispered Sir Douglas, as they entered the 
drawing-room. 

Mr. Doveley was there, with his wife, his 
son, his three daughters, four other young 
ladies, seven young gentlemen, three harps ^ 
and a piano. 

Mi. Doveley came forward to give a 
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hospitable welcome to the visitorB. He was 
a good-natured, bald<> headed, little man, who 
had formerly held a lucrative civil appoint- 
ment in India, and whose whole hopes and 
cares were centred in his children, and in some 
extraordinarily fine East India Madeira and pale 
sherry. No one could possibly be more affable 
and inoffensive than Mr. Doveley. He seldom 
spoke, but when he did, it was always in a 
cheerful voice, and with a pleasing manner. 
He respected his son, he esteemed hifi wife, 
and he thought his daughters models of perfec- 
tion. 

Such a paragon of husbands and fathers was 
seldom to be met with. Mrs. Doveley was 
a very small, brisk woman, with black hair, 
and little twiiJding eyes, as round and dark as 
beads. She was the daughter of a former 
principal of St. Mark's, and had so thoroughly 
impressed upon Mr. Doveley 's mind the absolute 
and imperious necessityofaUniversity education 
for their son, (who was heir to an estate of 

G 5 
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above three thousand a year J that that amiable 
gentleman believed in the efficiency of tutors, 
and lecturers, and the utility of the dead 
languages as firmly as a Mussulman in the 
Koran. 

The heir apparent was a gawky lad in 
spectacles, and with an obdurate crop of sandy 
hair, bristling up in all directions from his 
head. He played the flute a little, danced 
quadrilles a little, rode the quietest pony that 
could be bought for money, and bewildered his 
brain to the verge of idiocy with Aldridge 
and Locke. 

The two eldest daughters were tall and 
elegantly-formed girls, with dark hair and 
handsome pensive faces, while the youngest, 
whose name of Flora, given in commemoration 
of the Hebridean heroine, had been a subject 
of envy to her sisters for years, was a very 
lovely girl, with a profa8i<iii of snrmj curb 
encircling a set of small and faultless features, 
that with the merry laughing expression, 
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which was peculiar to them, made up the por- 
trait of a youthful Hebe. 

The rest of the company were of that plain, 
dull stamp so admirably adapted to serving as 
foils to the lustre of the few and far between 
diamonds of society. 

Dashberry was evidently a universal 
favourite, for every one of the Doveley family 
greeted him with manifest pleasure and sincere 
warmth, a friendly feeling which extended 
itself to Lara, on the latter's presentation to 
the papa and mamma Doveley by the popular 
Baronet. Dashberry glided round the room, 
saying civil things to every one, not even ex- 
cepting the herd of common-place guests, to 
all of whom he was known, while Lara won- 
dered at the versatility of his attainments, 
when he heard him favor Mrs. Doveley, with a 
notable recipe for preserving damsons, give 
the worthy Amphitryon of the evening some 
valuable advice respecting the selection of a 
new stock of wine, explain a problem which had 
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been puzzling the son far ten days past, tell 
the fair Lydia the name of the author of some 
lines which she imperfectly recollected, 
and answer the question of the bewitching 
Flora, who had, like her heathen prototype, a 
taste for botany, as to the Latin appellation of 
some rare and curious plant which had been 
recently sent over by a cousin at Ootacamund 
for her collection. Nor was Lara less amazed, 
when Sir Douglas walked up to a sofa full of 
old ladies in nodding turbans and portentous 
caps, whose presence I have omitted to men- 
tion before, and "come out" in the new 
character of a perfect oracle in the minor 
operations of physic, dentistry, and chirur- 
gery, evincing a knowledge of children, and 
the various bodily ailments to which they are 
liable, which are utterly incomprehensible in 
any other mortal than an experienced family 
apothecary. 

But even the most veteran matron bowed to 
Sir Douglas's judgment in these matters ; for 
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Dashbeny was one of those careless and pro- 
fuse Chrichtons, whose learning is so profound, 
and whose taste is so accurate in everything 
not tending either to their personal advance- 
ment in life, or to the achievement of any 
great and good action. 

It is not uncommon to find prodigious powers 
of memory, stores of erudition, a lively imagi- 
nation, and reasoning powers of a lofty order, 
belonging to one who has neither the iron will 
requisite for their exertion in the service of his 
own ambition, nor the passive devotedness that 
might render him fit for the instrument of 
others. Such a being was Dashberry. He 
had not the self-sacrificing spirit essential to a 
martyr, whether political or religious, he was 
wanting in the inflexible resolution and glaring 
selfishness inherent in every great oonquei'or, 
as well as in the meek spirit of a Howard, the 
tortuous subtlety of aMettemich, or the plodding 
patience without which a philosopher can 
never succeed in the pursuit of knowledge, 
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while, at the same time, his clear intellect and 
natural independence of spirit sufficed to pre- 
vent his being made the tool of darker an^ 
more designing minds, as has been the fate of 
many a brilliant genius. 

Eeckless and indolent, he wasted his time in 
trifling pursuits and avocations; and it was 
only in conversation that an occasional sparkle 
of his brilliant fancy betrayed the gems of the 
mind which the surfece of levity and self-in- 
dulgence concealed from the majority of ob- 
servers. 

Every one remarked the sling in which 
Sir Do.gWs inj.«d arm was enveloped ; and, 
before long, Mrs. Doveley enquired, with an 
air of maternal solicitude, the nature of the 
accident which had harmed her favourite 
guest. 

" A mere bagateUe, my dear Mrs. Doveley," 
answered Dashberry ; « a slight tap across the 
knuckles, which a member of the Great Un- 
washed bestowed upon me this morning in one 
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of those pleasant little rizes yclept town and 
gown rows, in which any little* effervescence of 
hot temper on the part of either party is got 
rid off." 

" How barbarous I" said Mrs. Doveley ; and 
the whole of the elderly dames upon the sofa 
chorussed the sentiment, while Lydia mur- 
mured — " the ruffians !" in a tone of the deep- 
est indignation. 

^^ Tou are quite right, Mesdames," said Sir 
Douglas, with a profound bow ; ^^ fighting is a 
barbarous pastime, at the best; and when 
people combat about nothing at aU, they cannot 
be said to be much superior to bull*dogs and 
game-cocks. Mais que voulez vous ! Every 
educated person knows fighting to be both 
wrong and absurd ; and yet, somehow or other, 
the animal propensity a se battre every now 
and then gets the better of reason and morality, 
and one finds oneself taking and giving blows 
with as hearty a good will and energy as the 
grimmest Huron that ever painted his face 
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yermillioni or the maddest old chevalier that 
ever couched lance against a host^ and got half 
a page in Froizart's Chronicles as a reward for 
his valour. Why, I have read countless 
learned books which philosophically demon- 
strated that courage was a useless and con- 
temptible quality, and that cowardice was a 
natural action of the nerves, rather commend- 
able than otherwise ; in fact, that a white feather 
A^as a feather in one's cap; yet, somehow, the 
whole world admires a brave man, and despises a 
poltroon; and though hundreds of sages and 
satirists have branded love as foUy, and sneered 
at the weakness which prefers a pretty face to 
an ugly one, and bodily charms to mental 
qualities, we all make love, are all charmed 
with beauty, and horrified at plainness of 
feature, just as simply as our forefathers of 
three thousand years ago." 

" But how can you. Sir Douglas, lower your- 
self to the level of the meanest of the Oxford 
rabble, by fighting with them hand to hand ?' 
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asked Clara Doveley, who had a strong aristo- 
cratic biaSy and by no means looked upon the 
class, which the French designate, par excellence^ 
as the "jo^jpfe," in the same light as Bousseau 
was vront to do. " A French democratic writer 
invariably affects to consider the popidace, as 
the only section of a nation, whose interests it 
is important to consult, while he equally ignores 
the rights of property, with the claims of divine 
authority to reign, and disregards nobles and 
bourgoisie^ and in fact every one indiscrimi- 
nately, who wears a coat with whole elbows, 
and a decent pair of shoes. To be fitted for 
the task of legislature and government, ac- 
cording to the Socialist theory of qualifications, 
you should have a tattered blouse, and a dirty 
face, just as Eugene Sue invests every indi- 
vidual in rags and penury, with all sorts of 
possible and impossible virtues and gifts, from 
the most exalted notions of honour and patriot- 
ism, to the most persuasive and honied 
eloquence, that the lips of a TuUy ever distilled, 
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winding up the whole with a dash of poetry, 
and the refinement of the most courtly salon ! 
Fie upon such trash ! Human nature is human 
nature, whether it be dressed in rags, or clad in 
brocade; the only diflference being, that the 
bad traits of a poor man's character are more 
glaring and coarse than those of a rich one." 

" I quite agree with you, Miss Doveley," 
replied Sir Douglas, " that the task of thumping 
the canaille of Oxford is not very well suited 
to a gentleman. But one must fight, it seems, 
and until you succeed in bringing back those 
charming days of chivalry, when knights 
shivered their spears, and blunted their swords 
against the corselets and hemlets of their 
equals, I fear I must content myself with a 
town and gown row once a year. I own it is 
a stupid and brutal amusement, but I see 
others begin, and I follow their bad example." 

" For my part," said Mr. Doveley, " I think 
a quiet life is best, and even when I was 
young, I was not much of a fighting-man 
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Forty years ago, I was at Killerdub, when the 
Hill CooKes came down, and speared our people 
in the streets, and I went and shut myself up 
in the cantonments, and made the doors and 
windows fest, and let the Sepoys fight it out 
And once I went tiger hunting with a large 
party in the Waliar Jungle, and I was so 
frightened, that I had the night-mare for a 
month afterwards, and used to wake up every 
night, screaming that the tiger was sticking 
his claws into me." 

A hearty laugh from all present, excepting 
Mrs. Doveley, and the before-mentioned old 
ladies on the sofa, who did not see any subject 
for mirth, in the horrid idea of having been 
exposed to the talons and teeth of a tiger. 

Immediately after, Dashberry begged Lydia 
Doveley to sing, a request which she complied 
with, by sitting down in a business like way 
to the piano, and singing a Highland song in 
favour of the exiled family, with a power and 
enthusiasm perfectly thrilling. The ceiling 
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rang, the podals yibrated, the air trembled, as 
she asked if a lad in the garb of old Gael, had 
been seen leaving his mountains, to join the 
Chevalier's army, as she enquired indignantly, 
vrho would refuse to follow the standard of 
Charles Edward, and as she made the un- 
maidenly, though loyal assertion, that she 

** Had but one son, her brave young Donald ; 
But if she had ten, they should follow Olengarry !'* 

Clara succeeded her at the piano, and elec- 
trified the audience by the announcement, that 
he^ meaning the Pretender, was ^^ coming 
again.'' 

Flora's turn came next, and with tears in her 
eyes, she first warbled out, that ^^ Charlie was 
her darling," to the manifest annoyance of a 
young gentleman from the Welsh college, who 
never took his eyes off Flora's face for five 
minutes, during the entire evening. Being 
pressed for another song, the lovely Flora 
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adjured the company to cross some indefinite 
water, possibly that of Lethe, which separated 
them from " Charlie," and the effect of all the 
strains sung by these beautiful Jacobites was 
so great, that Sir Douglas himself felt a glow 
of ardour for the Stuart cause ; and had Charles 
Edward, or the Cardinal de York, entered the 
room at that moment, Lara would have knelt 
to do them homage. After these treasonable 
ditties, the songs that followed were as flat as 
a play of Eacine's or Comeille's would seem, 
if acted immediately after Othello or the Mer* 
chant of Venice. One young lady treated 
Festal more barbarously than the minions of 
the Czar ; another went through the Eed Cross 
Knight in a style that was calculated to make 
chivalry as distasteful as even the satire of 
Cervantes could do. A bad singer is a public 
infliction at any time ; but more especially so 
when the tones of a good one are still linger- 
ing in the ears and hearts of the bystanders. 
The company at the Pinery were glad to hear 
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the concluding notes of the last bravura, and to 
resume the steady flow of conversation once 
more. In a short time, supper was announced, 
and Sir Douglas was politely impressed by 
Mrs. Doveley into the service of a ponderous 
old lady in a glossy black wig, and a volu- 
minous gown of the richest velvet, whom he 
was requested to pioneer as far as the dining 
room. The buz and hum of the conversation 
increased rapidly, as the oyster patties and 
pale sherry began to wane, and young gentle- 
men who were mute before, began to talk with 
a brisk volubility of utterance. 

" Try this Maderia, Sir Douglas !" said the 
host, sending round a massive decanter of 
cut crystal to his guest; ^^it is something 
extraordinary, I assure you. Fine amber 
colour is it not ? and such a delicious bouquet j 
quite a perfame in itself. I bought it from 
poor Dick Mathews of the Madras Fusiliers. 
Dick got it as a legacy from an old magistrate 
up the country, who had ordered it from his 
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brother, a wine merchant, at Punchal in 
Maderia, and it had been just three voyages, 
and four years in a cellar, which you know 
was fortunate, as wine won't keep more than 
five years in India. Well, Dick Mathews was 
going to Ashangur, for a month's hunting, no 
pottering about after snipes, hogs, and jackals, 
no thistle whipping for peafowl and jungle fowl, 
but real genuine hurra shikar work with the 
large game of the great forests. Now Dick was 
very venturesome and careless, and drank too 
much pale ale and brandy povraee ever to be 
cool in a bear or bison hunt, so we fully ex- 
pected him to be snapped up by a tiger long 
before his leave was expired, for Dick was as 
brave as any man in the army, and knew 
nothing of the Indian mode of hunting. Ac- 
cordingly I said, Dick, you'll get yoiu: bones 
picked by a cheetah or a royal tiger in some 
confounded bush or another, and your rascally 
chaprassees and chokadars will drink your 
Madeira. Now, suppose you sell it to me, and 
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then you will at least have the consolation of 
knowing that such glorious nectar as that wiU 
gladden a civilized palate, instead of going 
down the throats of a parcel of tawney hea- 
thens. But Dick refused to sell it, though I 
offered him fifty rupees a dozen. At last he 
agreed to stake his wine against a hundred 
and fifty rupees that he would come safe back 
again, after his month's sport. Poor Dick 
never did come back, but he did not die in the 
way we expected, for, instead of a wild beast's 
making a meal of him, a brute of a tattoo fell 
with him as he was clattering down a stony 
road among the mountains, and broke his neck. 
Poor Dick ! The bet was witnessed by all the 
mess of his regiment, and I got the wdne, of 
which this bottle is part. Is it not fit for an 
Emperor ?" 

Dashberry readily admitted the goodness of 
the Madeira, but was highly diverted at wit- 
nessing the evident struggle in Mr. Doveley's 
mind between a natural regret for his friend 
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and a feeling of exultation at haying inherited 
the contents of his unrivalled cellar. It was 
twelve o^clock before Sir Douglas and Lara got 
into their carriage, and the wheels rolled flash* 
ing through the gravel of the broad drive and 
spun along the level turnpike -road that led to 
Oxford. 
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CHAPTEE V. 



" Just in time, gen'lemen !" growled a gruff 
old sailor, with one eye, as Lara and Dashbeny 
jumped on the deck of the Ostend mail boat, 
after the plank, the last link which bound them 
to the Dover quay, had been withdrawn, and 
the ropes cast off. The portmanteaus of the 
travellers were flung dexterously on board by 
a panting porter, the paddle-wheels splashed 
up the water as they began to revolve, languidly 
at first, like the fins of some huge marine 
animal in a stranded and semi-torpid state, and 
then, as if rejfreshed by contact with the cool 
element, whirling rapidly round, and flinging 
the spray around in cataracts. The asthmatic 
wheezing of the engine grew more and more 
fearful, and the steamer shot rapidly out of 
the harbour, and turned her bow to the north- 
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east The night was pitch dark, and the waves 
looked black and angry as the packet breasted 
the assaults of the masses of heaving water 
that lifted her prow and buffeted her sides. 
Far away on the French coast might be seen 
the distant glimmer of a revolving light, but 
towards Belgium the whole horizon was a 
blank expanse of sullen water and inky sky. 
Lara and his companion w^it below. In the 
comfortless cabin there were but few passen- 
gers, three of whom were what waiters style 
^^ commercial gents," travelling for orders, all 
three Ox whom were snugly established upon 
the horse -hair sofas, pillowed on carpet bags 
and wrapped in railway rugs and pilot coats^ 
There were two small schoolboys going to be 
pupils to an English clergyman, at Ghent, and 
apparently both home-sick and sea-sick ; a 
sturdy Belgian in a cap and a brown coat, with 
an inch or two of red ribbon in his button-hole 
as almost every other man has, for unknown 
reasons, in France and Flanders, of which 
H 3 
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honourable designation he seemed rather vain; 
a Yorkshire horsedealer in green coat and 
brass-buttons, with a scarlet shawl knotted 
knowingly round his throat ; and two seedy- 
looking gentlemen returning from a stolen trip 
to England, whose predominant characteristics 
were dingy linen, immense moustachios and 
ragged whiskers, and who, redolent of bad 
tobacco, sat in a comer apart, and discoursed 
in a low tone about the unsettled score at the 
Cafe de Li6ge, the pigeon shooting match to 
come off at Taboeke, and other delices of Bruges 
and Ostend. The door of a smaller den, devoted 
to the fair sex, and which perhaps has wit- 
nessed as much suffering as the Torture Cham- 
ber of the Inquisition at Avignon, was half 
open, and a lady in a crushed bonnet and 
several children might be seen, all exceedingly 
unwell, and deaf to the consolations of the 
stewardess, who assured them that " they were 
out of the Eoads, and should see the Ostend 
lights almost directly." 
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^^ Come up on deck again, Brasdefer,'' said 
Sir Douglas, ^^ I am not disposed to be sick, 
nor do I wish for a glass of cold brandy-and- 
water, a captain's biscuit, nor a cup of muddy 
coffee ; and the steward can produce no greater 
delicacies than these, though you do call for 
them. Besides, the cabin is far from odorife- 
rous, and I pant for the fresh blast from the 
open sea as much as a Switeer in exUe longs 
for the pure air of his native hills." 

Accordingly Lara and his volatile friend 
walked ou^ of the cabin, and passing the den 
in which the steward's basons, glasses, bottles, 
tea-cups, and napkins of amazing dirtiness, are 
stowed away, mounted the narrow and brass- 
adorned companion-ladder, and stood upon the 
wet deck again, fronting such a gale from the 
wild northern sea as staggered them, and en^ 
abled the huge fdmaces of the vessel to dis- 
pense with blowers. It was a black, moon- 
less night, aad the steamer seemed to grope 
her way through the waves, which pressed, 
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howling and roaring upon her bidwarks, and 
strove to bear her down and overwhelm her 
with sheer weight of water. The vessel heeled 
and lurched^ the paddle boxes reeled over till 
they were almost buried in tiie boiling foam, 
the masts quivered as arrows that strike the 
butt, the engine groaned, the tortured planks 
complained, the steamer panted as she fought, 
singly, against a thousand billows. Up went 
the bowsprit with a jerk, then tossing away the 
spray that clung to the dripping jib, it plunged 
deep into the surge, and vanished for an instant, 
while every sea washed right over the bow, 
and the helmsman tugged at the wheel with 
all the force of his muscular hands. 

^^ I like this," said Lara, as he stood beside 
the binnacle light, and looked to the northward, 
the quarter from which the gale blew ; " it is 
pleasant now and then to get rid of the tame 
civilisation which makes us absolute machines^ 
and be alone in the realms of nature." 

" And what do you call that ?" rejoined Sir 
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Douglas, pointing to the crown of ruddy flame 
tliat played around the gaping mouth of the iron 
chimney. I advise you to go to sea on a log, like 
Hans of Iceland, in Victor Hugo's romance, if 
you want to be surrounded by none but natural 
objects. You are here in a craft, impelled 
by a contrivance, which is most likely only the 
in&nt effort of a gigantic principle, yet, which 
transcends all that the science of bygone ages 
could accomplish — ^that dusky cloud that hovers 
in our track is the banner of a mightier dis- 
covery than that of Columbus — that stream of 
vapour that is urging our course, is more potent 
than all the fabled wonders of the Greek fire, 
or all the cabala of the magicians. And yet 
you talk about nature !" 

" Come, come, Dashberry ! a truce to your 
sqpeechifying a la Faxton ! All you have said 
would do admirably for an essay on the powers 
of the steam engine, but never mind them 
just now. The elephant is a strong brute, but 
one is not always descanting upon the weight 
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of his feet or the sinews of his proboscis/' 
said Lara. 

" And pray then, most imaginative friend," 
said the baronet, gravely ; " what do you see 
to admire in the somewhat vague and misty 
prospect before you, that can compare with the 
glorious, though hackneyed spectacle of a high 
pressure engine at work? I tell you that 
Socrates and Plato, Pliny and Archimedes, 
with all their wisdom, never dreamed of any- 
thing so wonderful, or bo powerful ; and that 
what we now esteem too commonplace to be 
worthy of a remark, or a glance, would have 
been reckoned a miracle by our remote ances- 
tors, and scouted as an impossibility by our 
grandfathers." 

" Porget the boiler and piston for a moment, 
Dashberry, and look at this long array of huge 
waves with their fleecy tops rolling on like a 
troop of white crested warriors advancing to 
the attack." 

" Or the manes of a team of greys," broke 
in the incorrigible Dashberry. 
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" Tom to the quarter of the pole star," 
continued Lara, '^ and face the breeze from the 
north sea, the breeze that is bom amid the 
pines of Drontheim, or the sandy hohns, and 
barren islets of the Skager Back, and that 
sweeping down from the perilous straits of 
Elsinore over green, and dangerous skerry, 
roars upon the low shores of Holland and 
Flanders. Think of the unmatched champions 
that the lands beyond this ocean, Denmark and 
Norway, have sent forth to combat and to con- 
quer ; think of the gallant ships, the dragons 
of the deep, with the raven standard fluttering 
at their mastheads, which must have proudly 
breasted these swelling waters." 

" Ay, ay !" answered Sir Douglas ; " and 
fine lubberly craft they must have been, with 
keels like a half moon, decks about as clean as 
the floor of a slaughter-house, stumpy spars and 
dirty sails, and a pirate's black rag at the top 
of aU, prow and stem rising in the air like the 
head and tail of that extraordinary sea serpent, 
H 5 
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that none but Yankee eyes seem ever destined 
to behold, and above all, some five score of 
savages on board, ru£B.ans with long red or 
yellow hair, plentifiiUy provided with poleaxes 

4 

and swords, swilling execrable bea*, gambling 
for hal^ence, and pelting each other with 
marrow-bones, dnring the interval between 
splitting Swedish sknlls and slicing English 
throats; while some supmor robber, whose 
courage, and a rude sort of poetry, and love fw 
adventure, are his only good or pardonable 
qualities, and who is never happy unless he is 
fighting, or drunk, lies on the deck, moodily 
fingering his battle-axe, and in that agreeable 
frame of mind, which, is common among 
American fanatics, and is called the ^' horrors," 
a state of mental disquiet which a Viking could 
only get rid of by maddening himself with 
wine or slaughter, and which must have been a 
curious melange of remorse, ennui^ and the re- 
action from frequent and violent excitement." 
" You are never so provoking a philosopher 
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as when you choose to be loatter of &c% and 
prosaic/' said Lara, ynih a look half aimof ed, 
half amused* 

^^ More than one utilitarian has told me that 
I was too ramanesgue ;" answered Sir DouglaS| 
tuj^ning round, as the lights of Ostend gleamed 
faintly through the thick fog, and gliding 
among sandbanks, and mounds of soft mud, 
the packet crossed the bar, and floated in the 
tranquil harbour, where a crowd of Dutch 
galliots and Flemish fishing boats had taken 
refuge from the storm. After a great deal of 
unnecessary hauling of ropes, backing of 
paddle wheels, and shouting forth of hoarse 
and inarticulate commands, a plank was lowered 
from the quay to the deck, and each passenger 
ascended singly, running the gauntlet through 
the ranks of several sleepy looking policemen 
and dotiamers^ who held up their lanterns to 
reconnoitre the features of the new comers in 
a &shion that savoured of suspicion. Pass-- 
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ports having been examined, and great ooat 
poekete tapped by official fingers, Dashberry 
and Lara were released from the clutch of the 
guardians of Belgium. A swarm of commis- 
sionaires instantly buzzed about them like 
wasps around a honeycomb. * Hotel de PEurope !' 
^ Hotel de Londres !' * Hotel des Etrangers/ 
milor ! exclaimed three eag^ voices in Lara's 
ear. 

^^ Anglis gentleman has want of uiie vigilante ? 
roared a Stentor, in a ragged great coat,- be- 
dizened with capes. 

" Ah, you English ! zen you come wit me!" 
ejaculated another, in a tone of triumph, as if 
all strays of the great British nation were his 
unquestioned property. 

" Taises votis^ polissons ! Jean 1 Jean I 
veux iu repondre ! imbecile .'" shouted Sir 
Douglas, pushing his tormentors aside. 

" Here I shall be, sare !" cried a voice from 
the heart of the crowd, as a tall young' fellow 
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in a shaggy blue pea-jacket^ and oil-skin hat^ 
elbowed his way to the spot where Sir Douglas 
and his friend were standing 

" Botyour^ Milor I" he said, with a low bow, 
the instant he was near enough to recognise 
the baronet ; " Good day, Mynheer Sare 
Bashbottles ! I so glad you at Ostend again 
to see. The landlord of the * Hotel des Bains,' 
will be proud to have your custom once more. 
Monsieur Dashpenny !" 

" Leave off mutilating my name, you sworn 
foe to nomenclature, and show us the way to 
the hotel !" said Sir Douglas, laughing. 

*^ Rangez vouSj maladroits ! get out of the 
way of Monseigneur Dashbully ! gare les cors^ 
stupide ! tant pis pour toi^ flaneur /" cried Jean, 
as he shouldered his way recklessly through 
the mob of disappointed touters, and cleared a 
passage for Lara and his companion. 

They stopped before a crazy fiacre^ whose 
panels might have been painted half a century 
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before, and whose dusty cushions looked as if, 
Uke the decayed and fungous logs that lie 
sprawling in an American forest, they would 
crumble away at a touch. 

Jean aroused a mass of rags that was asleep 
on the box, and whose slumbers, in spite of 
the cold, were so sound, that it required several 
hard tugs at his frail redingote, and many 
vigorous schelms ! and cochom I to awake. 

" Now, Messieurs, mount into the vigilante /" 
said the commismnaire^ as he opened the door, 
rattled down the steps, and motioned to the 
travellers to enter the uninviting -looking 
vehicle. The door was slammed to, and Jean 
sprang like a monkey up to the box, and took 
his seat beside the drowsy driver, who, after 
muttering to himself for an instant or two in 
Flemish, jerked the reins of his rawboned 
horse, which was much better protected 
against the weather than his charioteer, being 
nearly hidden by a huge sheet of oil-cloth, 



FiJUX>KB£GE RiLU 159 

wfaioh eotered him like the barding of a 
knight's charger, and started at a sharp trot, 
clattering and jolting over the sharp stones of 
the payement, and making din enough to wake 
the drowsiest of Flemish honsewives as the 
heavy horse and rickety machine rushed hy. 
The course, however, was not a very long one, 
and before long, the enormous porte cochere of 
the Hotel des Bains gaped wide to receive the 
clumsy carriage and its inmates. 

" Foi de Dashberrff ! my dear Brasdefer !" 
said Sir Douglas, as he descended the creaking 
steps of the vehicle, " your modem Hadjies 
may talk of the rough pace of a Syrian drome- 
dary, but have they ever taken into considera- 
tion that an Ostend vigilantey on its native 
pavement, is a match for the highest stepping 
camel from Jaffa to Suez. The hackney coach 
is less romantic ; but it racks one's joint, and 
makes one's bones ache quite as satisfactorily 
as even a ^^ ship of the desert" could do, when 
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tiie camel driyer was fiingmg the Home 
song." 

A drowsy waiter, with blinking eyes and 
disheveUed hair, but yet armed, as usual, with 
the official napkin, came yawning down the 
passage to reinforce the nondescript help or 
deputy garcon^ half man, half boy, whose duty 
it was to sleep in a sort of wooden cradle 
near the door, and to admit visitors. And 
what life can be much harder or less desirable 
than that of the wretched subordinate in a 
Flemish Inn, whose duty it is to do the work 
of others, and bear the blame of others' 
negUgence, to be kicked and cuffed, upbraided 
and scolded at the pleasure of twenty superiors, 
to dress shabbily, to sleep on a table or a rug, 
and to all this for a few francs a year, and a 
share of the broken victuals. Snatching the 
valine from the hand of the meek janitor, 
the recognised and legitimate waiter gave his 
own candle to Jean, and led the way into the 
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kitchen of the H6tel, where the light of the 
smoky lamp and candle was reflected back by a 
brilliant array of copper and brass stewpans, 
kettles, and other culinary crucibles, which, 
burnished as bright as gold, shone from every 
shelf of the great studio of gastronomy. De- 
taching two keys from the hooks which sup- 
ported them in their place among a number of 
others, the gan^on led the way up-stairs and 
along a corridor, then flinging open the doors 
of ninety-seven and ninety-two, he lit the 
bougies that towered over the china orna- 
ments and French clocks on the chimney- 
piece of each, and, with a muttered good 
night, retired, followed by Jean, who almost 
instantly returned, bearing the valise of Lara 
imder his arm, and that of Sir Douglas on his 
shoulder, an aid-de-camp of his having passed 
them through the custom-house at once on re- 
ceiving a hint from his brother commissionaire 
to exert himself. 

" Good night, Brasdefer," said Sir Douglas, 
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as he olofied the door of his chamber; ^^we 
need not start till eleven to-morrow. I am not 
sorry for it, after two bustling nights. I only 
hope the springs of the Ostend beds are better 
than those of the Ostend ^fiacres J^ 
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CHAPTEB VI 



The next morning, at eleven o'clock, Lara and 
Dashberry found themselves in a well- 
eushioned and comfortable first-class carriage, 
greatly superior to any in England, wh le the 
busy faeteurs were hurrying up and down with 
barrow loads of piled up luggage, and the tall 
and military-looking guard, decorated with a 
belt and silver badge like those of an Indian 
Peon, and conspicuous by his bushy black 
whiskers, and the horn that was slung round 
his waist by a green cord, was engaged in 
getting the passengers safely stowed away in 
the diligences^ chars a banc^ and tmffons, courte- 
ously offering his arm to the dignified 
denizens of the first, civilly quickening the 
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motions of the second^ and brusquely com- 
manding the obedience of the third. 

"There you see the brave Beige in his 
element," said Sir Douglas, as he watched the 
proceedings of the whiskered conducteur from. 
the window; "a Frenchman, on the other 
hand, would be inclined to be rude to the first- 
class passengers, and to exhaust himself in 
civilities to those of the third rank. A queer 
people are the French, and so you would say, 
Brasdefer, if you knew them as well as I do. 
I have heard shop-keepers' wives, honnes and 
dressmakers. Mademoiselle and Madame each 
other for hours, in a way that would have done 
honour to the court of Louis Quinze, and yet 
each of these polite conversationists would 
probably have gloried in giving a snappish and 
impertinent reply to a real lady." 

"There are newspaper writers in England 
who would have dubbed your couturiires and 
Ungeres ladies, on account of their refinement," 
said Lara, with a smile. 
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. " Bah 1" answered Sir Douglas ; "if the 
peasantry of France had decked themselves 
out in the brocade robes, laced coats, and 
powdered wigs, of the nobles, whom they 
killed in the old Eevolution, the travestie 
would not have been more absurd than th^ 
theft they did commit, that of the courtly 
manners of the aristocracy, which the descend- 
ants of the ancient noblesse must regret as 
much as the chateaux and lands which were 
stolen and sold by the Black Band. Those 
polished forms of speech suit the peasantry of 
France as well as an embroidered vest would 
become a ploughman." 

" Yet the French are undoubtedly far more 
polite and more refined than the lower classes 
in our own country,", said Lara. 

" They have a dash of the Yankee in them 
though," replied Dashberry, "the national 
character of the Franks, ever since they were 
a people, has been to respect nothing, to believe 
nothing, to sneer and mock at everything. 
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Franklin and Lafayette taught them that all 
men were bom free and equal, and the dogma, 
which makes the sober, Connecticut man an 
independent republican, makes the Gaul a wild 
democrat. In England, a senrant is a slave to 
his master — ay, more than a slave, a very 
automaton of obedience and deference, never 
venturing to give an opinion, or to hint at the 
possession of human feelings, apparently deaf 
and blind to every failing and absurdity around 
him ; yet lynx-eyed and sharp-eared as a mole 
when his duty exacts intelligence and attention. 
Yet, when removed from his master's presence, 
and among those who are not on the visiting 
list at home, the wanton insolence of the same 
meek and docile flunky is boundless. If you 
ever travelled in a second class carriage with a 
set of grooms and footmen ' going down to the 
governor's place in the country,' you will 
know the truth of what I say. Now, a 
French domestique is the exact reverse of this. 
Free spoken, and natural, perhaps flippant in 
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his bearing to his master, and very fond of 
volunteering his advice, and communicating 
his sentiments, on all occasions ; he is yet 
bland and polite (not respectful, for Frenchmen 
are never respectful, except to women) to every 
one of his master's Mends, and every one else 
not included in that category. I had a house 
at Avignon once for six months, and of six 
men-servants, whom I hired, five gave warning 
indignantly on my sending them to be measured 
for a livery. One declared it was an aristocratic 
garb, another pronounced it feudal, and one 
fellow called it a ^ badge of servitude,' as if 
there could be the slightest reason why a 
servant should not be known to be a servant. 
0, those Gauls ! a Parisian doctor— and, as his 
class generally are in France, a very clever 
man — told me once that his countrymen loved 
equality, and disregarded liberty, while ours 
were devoted to the latter, and oared nothing 
about the former. I wish Mr. Cobden would 
learn that faet. It gqes farther to illustrate 
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the differenoe between the two great nations 
than all the blue bo<;^s and learned treatises 
ever compiled." 

" Tootle ! tootle ! twang ! twang !" went 
the guard's hom, with rather a mournful 
cadence, and the engine gave deep a sigh, and 
started, dragging off the train by slow degrees, 
each carriage being jerked violently forward 
in turn, and coming, with a heavy clank, into 
its place. Once clear of the frowning fortifi- 
cations, the pace increased to about five-and- 
twenty miles an hour, sometimes faster, some- 
times slower, as the eonvoi swept on among 
green meadows, where herds of fat low country 
kine grazed undisturbed, and past quaint farm- 
houses, with lumbering wooden gables, and 
porches overgrown with rose-trees, nestling 
among the willows on the banks of the still 
canal. 

Every now and then a covey of afirighted 
partridges rose with a whirr, and flew, for 
shelter, towards the nearest scanty patch of 
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.woodland, while whole flights of wild fowl 
rose from the reedy margin of the streams, 
and soared aloft with noisy wing and shrill 
complaining cry. Then came the halt at the 
first station, to pick up two men in blotiseSy a 
woman in lace cap and black Spanish hood 
and mantle, and two small boys. "Twang," 
went the horn, and the iron caravan went on 
again. 

" Certainly, a bugle blast is a more romantic 
and chivalrous sound than a steam whistle," 
said Sir Douglas, negligently throwing himself 
back in his deep arm-chair with its elastic 
cushions, "and, at first, it seems better suited 
to a hunter's life in the forest than to a railway ; 
but, after all, the passage of locomotives 
is a regular crusade against bigotry, oppression, 
ignorance, and intolerance, since every mile of 
iron laid down slays prejudices as Jack the 
tiny slew giants ; and since every stoker is a 
knight-errant with lance in rest for the im- 
provement of the world, I have learned to 
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consider the sound of the guai'd's horn as a 
trumpet-note breathing defiance to mental dark- 
ness and physical isolation. There is no 
oiviliser like a double line of rails, with a good 
shelving bank on either side." 

" You are more enthusiastic than Arkwright 
and Watt, if not quite as scientific, my dear 
Dashberry," said Lara, with a smile, " and I 
should not be amazed to see you, some 
day, with a black face and a fustian jacket, 
officiating, poker in hand, at the furnace mouth 
of some complicated contrivance of brass and 
ii*on, called the King Canute, or the Eobert 
Peel." 

" I'm not a practical man, Brasdefer," re- 
joined the baronet, "and you ought to be as 
well aware of that as any one else, by this 
time ; but if I were three or four years 
younger, and had to work for my bread, I 
assure you I should take to the theodolite, and 
turn ^ leveller,' though I might not carry my 
zeal quite so far as to don the sooty garb of a 



FALCONBECK HALL. 171 

r 

h^na-fide engine driver. But are not these 
foot- warmers pleasant inventions ?" continued 
the volatile boronet, pointing to the long, tin 
receptacle for hot water that lay at the bottom 
of the carriage ; " what a pity one never sees 
such a thing in England, and what a double 
distilled pity is it that while our locomotives 
are avowedly the fastest, our carriages, stations, 
and refreshment-rooms, are the worst and 
most comfortless in Europe," 

" The reason of which," observed Lara, " is 
that wonderful and overpowering national 
vanity to which we owe, at once, the indo- 
mitable energy and perseverance, and the 
stubborn pig-headedness of our compatriots." 

" Ay !" said Dashberry ; "Byron never said 
anything truer, than what was called firmness 
in heroes, kings, and seamen, was branded as 
obstinacy in ordinary men and women. The 
quality is like fire, a good servant, but a 
terrible master. Our peculiar and character- 
istic spirit of pertinacity, and our boundless 

I 
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reliance on our inyincibility, enabled us to beat 
Napoleon's armies, when Europe crouched like 
a cowed and beaten hound, beneath the yoke 
of France, or rather of its comet-like ruler; but 
that very feeling prompts us to reject all im- 
provements, that do not originate within the 
compass of Britain. There are hundreds and 
hundreds of fairly-educated people, in spite of 
the South Eastern Company and the Times 
paper, who believe the whole of the continent 
to be inhabited by a race of miserable beings, 
beggars, fiddlers, and dancing masters, who 
have neither money,' nor cattle ; whose cookery 
is a nauseous admixture of oil and garlic ; and 
who derive their chief subsistence from the 
frogs of their marshes and morasses. Foreign 
wheat, foreign provisions, foreign horses, are 
still at a discount in England, and I suppose 
always will be reckoned as inferior, from the 
mere fact of their importation ;' and even the 
pure-blooded Arabs of the noblest Kochlani 
race, are looked upon with a sneer by every 
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sporting man, and knowing turfite in the 
country." 

"Leave off moralizing, and come over to 
this side of the carriage, for a peep at Bruges/' 
said Lara, as the train came to a dead stop, and 
a crowd of people, among whom were many 
women of the lower class, wrapped in the black 
mantle, with its shadowy Spanish hood drawn 
over their heads, and decorated with heavy 
ear-rings, and pendant crosses of solid gold. 

"A peep,'' responded Sir Douglas con- 
temptuously ; " you might as well propose to 
take a peep at the British Museum. It takes 
weeks of patient exploring, and careful obser- 
vation, to give one a tolerable idea of the 
quaint beauties of a genuine Flemish city. 
And to think of contenting yourself with a 
casual glance at Bruges from the window of a 
railway carriage, from which you can hardly 
contrive to catch a glimpse of the glorious old 
tower of the belfry. We will have a day or 
twof stemg and admiring, as we retamby 
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way of Bruges, when your Brussels business is 
concluded, but I see the guard is getting im- 
patient, and that last twang of the bugle was 
meant for a farewelL" 

At this moment, the door of the carriage was 
torn open ty the impetuous hand of the guard, 
and two yery fat and unwieldy Frenchwomen, 
a middle-aged Frenchman, who had the honour 
of being the husband of one of the dames, and 
the brbther of the other, and a remarkably 
bustling and inquisitive Englishman, with a 
money bag, a Bradshaw, a wrapper, and a 
leather valise, were hurried up the steps by the 
eager official. / A basket, a tippet, a shawl, and 
a poodle (for dogs are allowed in King Leopold's 
land, to ride in first-class carriages on payment 
of third-class fare) were rather thrown than 
handed in, and with a plunge of the engine, 
that made chains clank and buffers ring, the 
journey was recommenced, and the guard 
began leisurely to stroll along the narrow strip 
of wood, which forms his habitual platform, 
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inspecting the pasteboard credentials of the 
passengers. Meanwhile the new occupants of 
the carriage, which Lara and Dashberry had 
preyiously tenanted in solitary, state, having 
recovered from the effects of their race across 
the bricked platform of the station, began, as 
usual in all countries except Britain, to con- 
verse. The Englishman, contrary to the 
general mass of his travelling countrymen, 
was not only desirous of information, but very 
fairly versed in the " universal tongue," and 
before long, he was talking to his Gallic neigh- 
bours, with as much animation, as if they were 
old and dear friends. The conversation, be- 
ginning with a few remarks on the flourishing 
condition of Belgium, which were thrown ont 
as feelers by the Englishman, soon became 
general, and turned upon the state of Europe, 
considered politically, socially, and financially. 
The ladies however, were by far the greatest 
talkers, while their cavalier looked equally 
bored and embarrassed, by the topics which his 
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female relatives were dlBcnssing, for it is sin- 
gular how much greater is the interest taken 
in politics by Freilc&wemen^ than by their hus- 
bands, and with what confident volubility the 
fair ornaments of a continental mlouy enunciate 
their opinions upon the great international 
questions, which so often shake civilization to 
its centre. 

Around a Parisian tea-table, the subtle 
meshes of a Talleyrand's policy, the dark laby- 
rinths of a Mettemich's intrigues, are discussed 
fearlessly and confidently by the gentler, (no, 
not exactly, for every one must own, that in 
France, the men are more gentle than the 
women), or what is usually styled, the gentler 
part of the community, while the male part of 
the company prefer to talk of pleasure and 
scandal. How far this is caused by the want 
of an efficient system of representative govern- 
ment, the absence of which deprives the bulk 
of the inhabitants of each country, (the editors 
of journals alone excepted) of a share in the 
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legislature, and how &x by natural or habitual 
Mvolity of temperament, it would be hard to 
decide ; but it is certain, that while the ladies 
of America are meeting in masses to demand 
equal rights, political and social, with their 
brothers and spouses, they only ask for the in- 
fluence which their sisters of France haye 
enjoyed for centuries, and which is only the 
more potent oyer cabinets and councils, because 
unacknowledged and unrecognised, !^^apoleon^s 
most bitter and most dreaded enemies, were 
the leaders of Parisian touj and wheneyer he 
marched to meet an open antagonist, he left 
these terrible and implacable foes in his rear, 
to undermine, by whispered sneers and sar- 
casms, the foundations of his blood-cemented 
throne. Woe to that dynasty, or to that ruler, 
to whom the women of France are hostile I 
None but an Apollo, or a Chrishna could eyer 
be secure in the royal chambers of the 
Tuileries ! 

Sir Douglas soon grew tired of hearing that 
I 5 
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Belgium was in a tottering and unsound 
condition, and that nothing but immediate 
annexation, a French prefet instead of a king 
in Brussels, together with the extensive culti- 
vation of Sucre de betterave could save it from 
bankruptcy and ruin. He turned towards the 
window, and amused himself by pointing out 
to Lara the boundless spread of rich corn 
fields, fertile and admirably cultivated, the 
neat farm-houses, the very picture of comfort 
and plenty, with their orchards aud meadows 
filled with sleek kine, their spirited waggon 
teams, of small, but powerful horses, whose 
smooth coats and fiery gambades attested the 
excellence of the black bread which formed 
their nourishment, and the yards filled with 
poultry. The broad and bright cauj^ls, along 
which crept deeply laden barges, the numerous 
windmills, the swarms of peasants, who de- 
scended or mounted into the wagon carriages at 
every little station, the men in clean blouses, 
fiat cloth caps, and waterproof sabots, the girls 



PAIiOONBECK HALL. 179 

in short petticoats of the brightest scarlet, blue 
bodices, and caps of handsome lace, with the 
great black Andalusian mantle thrown over 
their shoulders, and their golden ear-drops and 
crosses, (heir-looms, like the old lace of their 
Sunday caps and pinners), tsparkling in the 
wintry sun. 

" You see these signs of national decay ?" 
said Dashberry, in a low voice, and with a 
meaning smile, as he glanced furtively towards 
their chattering and gesticulating companions ; 
" in England or in France a labourer trudges 
for miles through muddy lanes or along a stony 
high-road when he is obliged to go from one 
village to another, and, as I have generally re- 
marked, that those who live by the work of 
their hands are by no means either skilful or 
strong in the use of their legs, they often 
lose half a day in wearily plodding a distance 
that any deer-stalker or partridge-shooter would 
clear in a couple of hours. In Flanders they 
step into a third-class-carriage or a canal boat, 
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and for a trifle, are carried, fresh and un- 
wearied, to their destination. The fares are 
low, and I fancy a great proportion of the net 
profits of the railways here are derived from 
this humble class of travellers. Is not that a 
proof of the ruin of this benighted land ? But 
here we are at Ghent." 

A halt of ten minutes beneath the iron 
canopy of the Ghent station ensued, and then 
the train rolled on again. Lara and Sir 
Douglas had changed carriages during the sus- 
pension of travelling, and having escaped their 
noisy companions were once more alone, or 
nearly so, for the only other occupants of the 
diligence were a stout lady, a florist and market- 
gardener, of Ghent, on a grand scale, with her 
two little boys and an enormous basket con- 
taining several rare plants, which were intended 
to propitiate a cousin in Brussels, who had a 
taste for florticulture, and whom the fair culti- 
vator of tulips and dahlias was about to visit. 

" How disappointing !" said Lara, as they 
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flew past a mass of dingy roofs and towers, 
huge chimneys pouring forth clouds of black 
smoke, brick-fields, cabbage-gardens, ditches, 
marshy meadows, coal magazines, hovels, and 
colossal manufactories, full of staring windows ; 
" how disappointing ! the city of Ai'tevelde, 
tiie bulwark of liberty and civilisation, is then 
but another Leeds or Birmingham." 

" How many Spanish skins would it take to 
make a glove of this size?" responded Sir 
Douglas, quoting Charles the Fifth, and speak- 
ing in a tone of theatrical enthusiasm, which 
made the lovely votary of Pomona in the oppo- 
fiite comer give a start of terror at the notion 
of not only being shut up in a carriage with 
two Englishn^en, who were ex^natione supposed 
to be a little crack-brained by the sober 
Flemings, but of being unlucky enough to 
have an absolute lunatic as a compagnon de 
voyage. Dashberry, however, remarked her 
face of consternation, and at once re-assured 
her as to his own sanity and her personal 
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safety by telling her that he had been quoting 
to his friend a complimentary remark made by 
Charles the Fifth, upon her beautiful and noble 
birth-place, and although the good dame had 
obviously never heard either of the imperial 
eulogy or the Emperor himself, she was at once 
soothed and flattered by the tribute to her 
native town, and with a gracious " Monsieur 
estUmpoliP^ resumed her investigation into 
the state of the specimens which filled her 
basket. 

" I renew my question, Brasdefer ;" said 
Sir Douglas, in a quieter tone; "how many 
skins of Spain would it take to make so gigan- 
tic a gauntlet as this ?" 

" Better ask how many million buckets of 
water it would take to wash the city clean 
again from soot and grime ?" answered Lara, 
disconsolately ; "a burgher of the middle ages 
would scarcely recognise his beloved town 
in this dingy collection of factories." 

" He would not find the turbulent mob nor 
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the bands of armed citizens ready to sally out 
for feud aad t^j, «.d he might nd» a few 

picturesque edifices ;" answered Dashbeny ; 
" but, beyond carved porches and gables, steel 
caps and iron partisans, I do not think he would 
miss much that he had been accustomed to, 
while in many respects he would find the town 
improved." 

" You carry your theory too far when you 
begin to praise everything in modem times, 
Dashberry,'^ rejoined Lara, " and in this 
instance a mere arithmetical fact will prove the 
fallacy of your reasoning. Ghent had once 
two hundred thousand inhabitants at least, and 
now, though said to be flourishing, contains 
but eighty or ninety thousand." 

"And so much the better, for the rascals 
could live well by working three days in a 
week, and had all the rest for rioting, wrangling 
and mischief out of doors ; " said Sir Douglas, 
" they were always cutting each others' throats, 
revolting against their lawful rulers, or har- 
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rying their neighbours. They were more re- 
bellious, if possible, than the Bosnians, and 
were perpetually having a blow at the Brugeois 
or a scuffle with the lancers of Burgundy and 
Hainault. Depend upon it, Ghent is the happier 
because the White Hoods exist no longer ; and 
as for other cities ! did you ever read dear old 
Froissart's quaint account of tUe " Chenaauchee," 
that those of Ghent made against those of 
Audenarde ? 

"Well, I doubt if the " Florentins," of Louis 
the Fourteenth or the " Ecorcheurs^^^ of the 
Wild Boar of Ardennes could have been much 
more cruel than these same fat burghers to the 
burghers of a rival town. No, no ! it is better 
as it is, though "Eoland," as they call their 
great bell, does not peal for victory any more." 

Before long the train arrived at Malines, 
where a change of carriages and a twenty 
minutes' halt were announced. A crowd of ' 
passengers instantly rushed into the refresh- 
ment rooms, and a tremendous clattering of 
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knives, forks, plates, and glasses, began, which 
was agreeably varied by the stamping of hasty 
feet, the popping of corks, the gurgling of 
liquids as they were transferred from bottles 
and crtwhons to glasses and jugs, the running 
to and fro of distracted gargom^ utterly deaf to 
the appeals of one half the company, and 
sedulously attentive in bringing something to 
the other half which they had not required, as 
well as the clamours of the hungry and neg- 
lected, whose shrieks for edibles and potables, 
in English, French, Flemish, and German, 
added to the confusion of the scene. 

" We want neither chick'en nor ham ;'* said 
Sir Douglas, bestowing a brief glance upon the 
scene which the crowded salle presented ; "we 
shall have our dinner comfortably at the 
^Flandre,^ and bouillon, hifteck^ and cutlets, 
have no charms for us. But we have time for a 
greater treat, so come along !" 

Under Dashberry's directions Lara soon 
found himself and his friend seated in a fiacre^ 
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which was rapidly driying towards the Market 
Place, in the middle of which it stopped, 
horribly tantalising the host and waiters of the 
chief hotel who were standing in the doorway 
on the look out for arrivals. 

"Is not that a fine tower?" asked Dash- 
berry, pointing to the airy and elegant spire of 
the cathedral. Before Lara could reply, the 
sweet notes of the chimes burst upon his ear in 
all the melody of their plaintive music. He sat 
silent and enthralled, drinking in the sounds 
until the last note had ceased to vibrate in the 
shaken air. 

" I need not ask if you are pleased ;" said 
Sir Douglas ; " that was the treat I promised 
you ; is it not better than scalding water and 
chopped parsley, which they call soup at the 
station ?" 

" It is, indeed ," replied Lara ; " what a 
dreamy and delicious feeliag the notes conjure 
up as one listens ! and why have we not such 
music as this in our English towns ?" 
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"If the carillon of MeohUn pleases you so 
much, what will that of Bruges do ?" said Sir 
Douglas with a smile ; " but we must not miss 
the train. Allons 1 cocker I brule le pave P^ 

And they returned to the station at a gallop, 
reaching the carriages just in time, as the horn 
was blowing, the live cargo under hatches, and 
an impatient Walloon grazier, vehemently 
apostrophising the guard by the epithet of 
" conducteur de malheur /" from the window of^ 
his char-a-hanCy because the train had not 
started. Twenty minutes after, Lara and 
Dashberry were on the platform at Brussels. 
Entering a Jiacre, and stoutly disregarding the 
persuasions of the omnibus touters, the 
Oxonians soon found themselves before the 
barriers of the city, and in presence of half-a- 
dozen officers in uniform, who civilly asked if 
they had anything with them liable to octroi 
duty, and on receiving an assurance in the 
negative, retired with a polite bow, and rushing 
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upon a huge omnibus, on which the luggage of 
eighteen passengers was piled up, scaled its sides 
like pirates boarding a richly laded merchant- 
man, and preceded to demand the keys and 
open the trunks of their defenceless captives, 
in the most ruthless manner, tumbling out 
flannel petticoats, cotton stockings, and Wel- 
lington boots, and searching vigorously for 
spirits and provisions, among band-boxes filled 
with new bonnets and embroidered chemisettes^ 
while the owners of these rifled treasures kept up 
a shrill chorus of remonstrance and complaint. 

^ There,'' said Sir Douglas, as he looked 
back at the ill fated omnibus ; ^ ^ is a specimen 
of the fairness and equity of this world. Those 
fellows are only doing their duty in examining 
the baggage of those unfortunate shopkeepers, 
but their duty was also to have searched ours, 
instead of which, they were contented with 
our word. Faith, it's a queer thing to reflect 
upon, but a gentlemanly exterior, and a cour- 
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teous manner goes farther with dmost every- 
body, than the virtues of a Socrates, when 
wrapped up in a rough husk 1 But I am no 
Quixote, to quarrel with my bread and butter." 
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CHAPTER VII. 



The day following their arrival at the Hotel de 
Plandre, Dashbeny insisted that Lara and him- 
self should devote to sight seeing, and, accord- 
ingly, the former consented to defer his visit to 
the Marquis of Ocana, until the morrow. Ee- 
jecting the proflfered services of the valet de 
place, but tossing him the customary douceur 
when he saw the man's look of disappointment. 
Sir Douglas prepared to act as cicerone. 

" I always avoid the regular guides," ssdd 
he to Lara as they sallied out of the hotel, and 
wended their way across the Place Eoyale ; 
^* their monotonous drawl, and the scraps of 
antiquarian and artistic lore which they repeat 
mechanically are really insupportable to me. 
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To many travellers a laquais is necessary ; and 
in some places the most experienced pilgrim 
is, perforce, compeUed to have recourse to their 
assistance ; but I know Brussels as vrell or 
better than Oxford, and I will pledge myself 
to show you the lions as eflfectually as if I had 
been regularly their keeper for twenty years 
past." 

^^ Stay a moment, Dashberry, and let me ad- 
mire this noble statue of Godfrey de Bouillon. 
How admirably has the attitude of the haughty 
Crusader been portrayed, as seated on his 
mighty war-steed, he waves the banner over 
his crested head. I scarcely know which to 
admire most, the mailed champion of Christen- 
dom or his proud destrier. ^^ 

"A rather better equestrian statue than 
King Charles's or the Iron Duke's, I flatter 
myself," responded Sir Douglas, smiling ; " I 
doubt, too, if Meux or Barclay could produce 
a grander brute than that colossal dray-horse. 
But, seriously speaking, I cannot easily 
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imagine a more superb figure than that of the 
steel-clad giant enthroned on his Titan courser, 
and waving his standard with a defiant gesture 
that recalls the grim chief of the Crusade 
vividly to one's mind. I should have loved 
those hardy days of strife and glory, let your 
modern utilitarians disparage them as they 
will." 

" How diflferently you think now from what 
you usually fancy, Dashberry," said Lara, 
smiling in his turn, at the enthusiastic strain 
which had replaced the usual persiflage of Sir 
Douglas's conversation; "to hear you talk, 
sometimes, one might set you down for a Man- 
chester cottonworm; but now and then you 
launch out into a fiight of Young England 
panegyric upon the days of * Auld Lang 
Syne,' that rivals D'lsraeli." 

" Which of us can lay claim with any feir- 
ness to consistency, my good friend ?" rejoined 
Dashberry; "we change our minds oftener 
than our coats, and get a new set of opinions 
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tevery year or so with as much regularity as 
the trees renew their clothing of leaves. The 
gravest politicians, the deepest thinkers, the 
most sober of statesmen change their minds 
totally every few years, and yet you expect a 
butterfly like poor Douglas Dashberry to re- 
main constant to the same opinions when so 
many working bees set him the example of 
fickleness. But the drivers of the fiacres on 
that stand fancy we are hesitating as to which 
of their vehicles to choose, and are waving 
their whips as energetically, if not as majesti- 
cilly, as Godfrey of Bouillon his banner. Let 
us tantalize them no more." 

As they walked towards the Park, Dash- 
berry noticed that Lara could not help turniiig 
his head occasionally to look at the gigantic 
warrior of metal that had so long engaged his 
attention. 

"It is not, perhaj)s, very appropriately chosen," 
observed the baronet, * ^ that same knightly figure, 

VOL. II. K 
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as the ceDtral ornament of the capital of the 
most timorous nation, probably, in the world. 
A Quaker's statue would have been more ap- 
preciated by those who look upon money- 
making as the chief end and object of existence, 
and whose countrymen displayed such astonish- 
ing agility in running away from the French at 
Quatre Bras and Waterloo. Waterloo ! I 
doubt if they will ever be able to forgive that 
' atrocious insult,' as a Gallic writer would call 
it, which we offered them in thrashing the terri- 
ble army from which they fled like sparrows from 
a swooping hawk. It is hard for men to 
pardon those, who save, eclipse, or surpass 
them, and few things are so mortifying to some 
natures as a great benefit of which everybody 
talks. Ah ! here we are in the park. Well, 
it does not, perhaps, look quite as cheerful as 
in summer ; but there are still plenty of pro- 
menaders besides the grisettes with their gay 
caps and streaming ribbons, and the children 
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and nursery-maids, who are here in fine 
weather, from morning till night. What a 
thoroughly Belgian scene, is it not ?" 

" The park is a pretty little paddock enough, 
but ludricously small," said Lara ; " one might 
fancy oneself in the metropolis of Lilliput." 

" Eemember that you are not in London or 
Paris," rejoined Sir Douglas ; ^^ a capital that 
contains scarcely a hundred and thirty thousand 

• 

inhabitants need not have a prairie for its park. 
But it is a favourite spot of mine, and I like 
to see the simple families of the bourgeoisie 
come out here on a fine Sunday afternoon, 
looking embarrassed, children and all, with the 
consciousness of their own unwonted finery, 
and most liberally provided with cakes to feed 
the gold-fish in that basin, round which you 
may generally see a few urchins, in straw hats 
with immeasureable brims, clustering together 
like so many Brobdinag mushrooms." 

*^ I wonder why it is," said Lara, " that 
people on the Continent appear out of doors 
K 2 
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with faces almost invariably cheerful, and seem 
to enjoy a holiday or a treat, however humble, 
so very much more than the same classes in 
England;* 

" There are half a score of reasons — such as 
purer air, greater abundance of recreations, 
and so forth," said Sir Douglas; "but the 
chief reason is that an Englishman has to 
choose his own political and religious faith, 
while, in these coimtries, the priests and 
rulers save the people the trouble of thinking 
for themselves about theology and government, 
and leave them plenty of time to enjoy them- 
selves instead. To cross the frontier from a 
Protestant country into a Catholic one gives 
one much to remark. The transition from a 
scene of quiet industry, grave and rather sad, 
to a land of laughter and slovenliness, of 
laziness and merriment, of besotted ignorance 
and content, is startling. The ruling hierarchy 
prefer that their flocks should dance instead of 
reading, and revel instead of reasoning, and 
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hjeaee the countless fetes and holidays of the 
church ; hence the fact that, while in many 
towns the clergy succeed in banishing heretical 
writings from the shelves of the bookshops, the 
wildest Saturnalia that pleasure can devise are 
permitted and encouraged ; and that while a 
Eomish bishop frequently, in some thundering 
pastoral, denounces those who eat forbidden 
dishes on Fridays, no word is breathed respect- 
ing the desecration of the Sabbath. Now, in 
our own country, this is reversed. We are 
Levitical in our observance of the Sabbath, and 
free as £gtr as religion and politics go* There, 
innocent amusements are discouraged and harm-^ 
less mirth frowned upon by those who profess 
the greatest piety and virtue, and the ultra 
good, or those who wish to be thought so, 
would, at once, leave the thoughts of the poor 
free, and fetter their heels. Here, you have 
bodily liberty and mental restraint ; there you 
wiU see the direct contrary. Here, every 
£ermesse and festival is favoured by the 
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authorities, spiritual and secnlar, while in 
England, not only fiiirs, hoise-iaoss, thoatrioal 
entertainments, and the old*fiishioned dances on 
the yills^ green, (if suoh still exist) are 
regarded as enormities ; but a oheer&d fiiee on 
a Sunday, and a working-man's Sabbath-day 
visit to a gallery of pictures, or a winter 
garden, seem erimes of the blad&est ije to 
thousands of tolerably weE educated persons.'' 

^^ It is a pity &at no middle policy can be 
devised," said Lara, ^^ between that of drown* 
ing conscience and extinguishing reason by a 
round of imposmg pageants, and heartless 
dissipation, and sternly endeavourii^ to render 
1^ world a scene of gloom atod misery, as is 
done by many wha seem to have added to 
every prohibition in the extinct Jewish law 
the morose and bitter spirit of their own mincb^ 
and to have dubbed the mixture- Christianity/' 

" Yes," observed Sir Dougks, ** much as 
vinegar or vitriol might pass for milk and 
honey. I hope yet to see the day when 
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Protestants will learn to smile, and Eomanists 
to think. But what say you ? Shall we go 
on with our tour of inspection until it is time 
to limoh and canter up and down the Alice 
Verte ?' 

Lara assenting to this proposition, the Mends 
quitted the park, and proceeded to visit 
palaces and galleries, none of which, as Lara 
declared, were equal in interest to the brilliant 
Montagne de la Cour^ or the gay arcades of the 
Galerie de la Bdne. 

" Tou are right," said Sir Douglas, " and I 
perfectly agree with. you. All palaces and 
public edifices have certain points of resem* 
blance, and only differ from each other in the 
minor features of size and splendour; when 
you have seen one royal residence, you have 
seen all, for the family likeness is not to b^ 
mistaken, whereas, the streets, the promenades^ 
and the highways, show you far mcwre of the 
real character of a country and its inhabitants 
than all the shows, catalogued, in handbook^s^ 
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and boasted of by guides. I remember when 
I arrived at Florence that I was horribly dis- 
appointed by the statues and pictures of the 
Pitti and TJflBzio, not from any fault in these 
gems of art themselves, but because neither 
stone nor canvass could come up to the extra- 
vagant anticipations which I had formed of 
their beauties. People had praised them too 
hyperbolically before me, and I had read too 
many rhapsodies about them, to be satisfied 
with anything merely natural. But nobody 
had been enthusiastic in describing the Cascini, 
and in consequence that pleased , and gratified 
me. In the same way, the Ehine would be ten 
times more admired by those who visit its 
crags and vineyards, were it not for the acres 
of paper and rivers of ink that have been ex- 
pended in depicting it as a paradise. Switzer- 
land is too vast and magnificent in its scenery 
to be over praised, and yet I love many quiet 
and little frequented nooks among the Tyrolese 
and Styrian Alps a great deal better than the 
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most fitmous panoramas which the ^glacier 
land' to the sonth can boast. What prin- 
cipally irritates me is to see the multitades of 
citizens that come abroad every summer, and 
stream like flocks of wild geese throngh 
galleries and palace-corridors, all of them feel- 
ing it a compnlsory duty to be in raptures with 
every dusky old painting or mutilated piece of 
chiselled marble ; and all feigning an enthusiasm 
for the fine arts, the romance of history, and 
the relics of the memorable past^ totally foreign, 
if not to their natures, to their habits and 
education. Why, because Sir Amandine, or 
Lord Alfred, who is idle, rich and well lettered, 
chooses to play the virtuoso in Italy, and to 
fritter away a fortune upon Neapolitan cameos 
and invaluable Correggios, must Mr Jenks of 
the city, a respectable elderly man, with a 
bald-head, and a thick gold chain to his 
loud ticking watch, stand for hours manfully 
suppressing his yawns, and staring in a 
pretended ecstasy at Titians and Caraccis, of 
K 5 
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whoBQ subjects and painters lie majkes aad bamc 
when trymg to talk of liiem. Mr. Jeaks is a 
^ warm ma%' as his friesids say, and a oa|xiiaI 
man of bwin<s8 ; he was bronght up afc a 
obeap school up to the age of fifteen^ and thcoi 
appremticed. His &Yourite author has always 
been himself^ bis chief study his ledger^ aiul 
the work in which he most delighted his 
cheque book. He never read a novel in his life, 
except ^ Boderiok Sandom/ which he peoniaed 
as a boy ; nor a line of poetry, except the bell- 
man's Christmas verses ; yet he mourns over 
the tombs of Tasso and Yirgil, and is much 
affected at the sight of Ancient Borne in ruins. 
Don't tell me of Dragonnades and Coyenanter 
hunts. For every martyr religion counts, 
fashion can number a score." 

"Bravo, Dashberry!" said Lara; "what a 
pity that the Dons at Oxford cannot hear you. 
You deserve a professor's chair whence to 
lecture to a large and entranced auditory upon 
the follies and frailties of humanity, a new 
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qpeeies of study ^in Uteris Jmrnani^^ which 
vonld suit you a merveilleJ^ 

^^ I don't think I should be a bad lecturer 
on such subjects/' rejoined Sir Douglas, 
^^ since they allow a gpreat latitude of speech 
and opinion; and if \ did not understand 
them, it would not be for want of experience, 
since I have plenty of my own, as every one 
knows. Believe me, it is not absolutely neces- 
sary to be Wind to one's own foibles, when one 
sees those of other people. To appreciate one's 
errors is one thiug, to reform them is another. 
I am more playful than severe in my judg- 
ment both of myself and others, and the world 
is good-natured enough to repay me in kind* 
Perhaps it is well that it is so, perhaps not, 
tor if its sentence were harsher, I should either 
improve, or, as Byron was, be goaded into 
utter defiance and hostility. A little mildness 
wUl often tame a proud spirit that chafes 
against severity, and it is a pity that the re- 
verse was tried by the censors of Byron. 
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A-^prapos! why do reyievers and moralists 
persist in talking about the beauty of virtue 
and the hideousness of vice ? Do they fancy 
so many would choose the broad path to per- 
ditioUy if it were not strewed with flowers— 
or that the fish are attracted by the barbed 
hook, and not by the glittmng bait? The 
poet might as well have depicted the Syrens 
as ugly and repulsive as have declared vice to 
be so inherently. To my mind, a mermaid is 
the finest allegory in the world, and the most 
perfect image of sin, fair and tempting above 
water, treacherous and fatal below the surface. 
Take my word for it, it is better to stop your 
ears at once to her dangerous ditties, than to 
declare the singer's voice to be cracked and 
unmusical, and accordingly to listen coDtemp- 
tuously as you pass the rocks and whirlpools of 
temptation." 

" I fully coincide with you," said Lara ; 
* * and I am convinced that our moralists have 
oversl.ot the a ark, when, instead of being 
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contented with declaring vice bad and virtue 
good, they choose to deny the attractions whi(^ 
alone make sin a perilous bird-lime. It would 
be as prudent to ignore the deadly effect of 
the poisoned arrows of the lurking Indian, 
because the red warriors prefer to fire fix)m an 
ambush to marching out to battle, according to 
the rules of civilized war. It is a pity that 
philosophers should pervert facts, even with 
the best intentions." 

** Write a book with nothing in it that is 
not true, my dear fellow," said Sir Douglas, 
" and I will wager my life, that you will be 
treated as the Athenian audie^ce treated the 
countryman, who was rash enough to think 
that the squeak of a real pig could vie with the 
imitation of the mimic. Do you remember 
the story of the Chinese artist, who painted 
the portrait of a bloated and small-pox pitted 
nabob, and who, on exhibiting the too faithful 
miniature wa6 kicked out of the house, for 
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htsnag dsed to dub so tOo and moBsiroua a 
c « rii»tng e ! Tnut me, the world unll iieTer, 
m oar time, at least, aUow a writer to deseribe 
Katnre as she is. Xo, no, yon mnst encase 
her in a pair of tightly-hoed stays, and dress 
her in doTe-eoloored sSkj and hide away her 
flowing tresses in a Quaker bonnet, before you 
ean venture to depict her. Everything is oon- 
Tentional in the world, prejudices instilled 
into us in early life sway us more than reason 
or justice, and the principal cause why it is so 
difficult to conTince people is^ that an impar- 
tial anditor is as rare as a black pearl or a 
green diamond. We are more obstinate about 
small things than great ones, and more un- 
willing to yield in trifles than in important 
questions, therefore, a social reformer will 
always haye a more arduous and ungracious 
task than a political one, and it will always be 
found easier to change the worship or the 
government of a country than to abolish a 
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de6ply*rooted oustooi, or to diange tlie fashion 
of a shoe-tie." 

"You are sententious as tae author oi 
Lacon, my dear friend^ and little less equivooal 
than the Fythia of Delphi. I cannot myself 
exactly make out whether you mean to imply 
that a sweeping, social change is necessary, or 
whether you would maintain the world to be 
a very fair average world, and therefore leave 
it as it is at present. Your discourse will cut 
both ways, like the Delphic response — *^ Aio^ te 
(Eactde^ Romanos vincere paase P Are you for 
^ letting well alone,' like the sage old barons, 
who were unwilling, right or wrong, to alter 
the laws of England ? or are you for a com- 
plete somersault of all our institutions, as 
Louis Blanc, Albert the weaver, and the 
talented author of ^ Alton Locke' would ad- 
vise?" 

" My dear Brasdefer," rejoined Dashberry, 
" if you think that individuals, any more than 
masses, are guided by general principles rather 
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than particular circnmstanoes^ you are com- 
pletely in error. K I were a poor man, I 
should inveigh against the tyranny and Inxuiy 
of the capitalists, and grow eloquent about the 
rights of labour ; if I were a plebeian, I should 
sneer at the idle pride of birth, and abuse the 
aristocracy as idle, useless, and effeminate ; if I 
were a Dissenter, I should look on the Es- 
tablishment pretty much as moderate men do 
on the Inquisition. But you see, I happen to 
be a Baronet of old lineage, and liberal 
fortune, and you can't reasonably expect me to 
join a party who acknowledge no nobility but 
what they are pleased to call nature's, and 
whose war-cry is that 'property is theft!' 
You cannot reasonably expect me to feel much 
sympathy for the doctrines of a greasy Com- 
munist in a red Phrygian cap, who begins by 
declaring that all men are brothers, and who, 
by way of proving his fraternal feelings, 
wishes to cut my throat and confiscate my 
goods. I understand Socialism perfectly. It 
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is a very simple principle. Those who have 
no property not unnaturally wish to have some, 
and it is not wonderful that they should hit 
upon the primitive expedient of taking away 
that of other people. The mosstroopers and 
buccaneers were as perfect Socialists and Com- 
munists as any of Eugene Sue's heroes, as far, 
at least, as concerned the goods of others, and 
to those who have not, it must always be a 
specious and seducing theory that they have a 
right to the possessions of those who have. 
As for the favourite Socialist phrase of the 
' disinherited classes,' I cannot see any fair 
proof of the said classes having been in the 
enjoyment of any equal inheritance at any 
period of the world. One would think, to read 
the writings of the Communists, that at some 
remote era the earth had been fairly parcelled 
out into farms, and divided amongst all man- 
kind, but that the rich had somehow contrived 
to monopolise it afterwards, by fraud or force. 



210 PALOOISBECE HALL. 

Now, I think histoij pretty well substantiates 
the &Loty thaft when each fresh tribe or nation 
overran a country the lands were shared among 
the princes and chiefs, and so far from an im- 
partial distribution taking place amoi^ the 
oommonality, the original right of property 
was invaribly in the king, who ceding it in 
portions to the nobles, caused a gradual and 
imperfect subdivision among the various classes, 
the great and powerful always getting the 
lion's share. Many of the peasantry of France 
must spring from the aborigines whom the 
Franks subdued and enslaved, the Helots and 
serfs of four or five centuries ago. Let them 
claim the Land as Gauls, if they wiU^ but 
conquest and custom would crush th^ right 
to it, and I cannot see, if they prefer to be 
called Franks, how they can be considered as 
disinherited in a country where their ancestors 
only existed on sufferance. As well might the 
negroes in the United States call themselves 
the ^ disinherited classes.' " 
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"Tour exposition seeBOES clear enough to 
mej" said Lara ! "though, I dare say, Prud- 
homme or Carlyle would find » flaw in it. 
But what have yau to allege in mitigation of 
sentence i£ I declare you a thorough Austrian 
in politics, delighting in such gentle and 
mildly convincing arguments as grape-shot and 
bayonets^ an advocate for all sorts of abuses 
in Church and State, and a partisan of the 
stem school, who are inclined on the smallest 
provocation or opposition to 

* Decide all controrersiea by 
InfikUible ftPtdJlery.* 



t »> 



"I am sorry, Brasdefer, to see that you, 
like the rest of the world, are ever rushing 
into extremes, ^^ answered Sir Douglas, 
** whole hogism is a most mischievous thing. 
Why cannot you be satisfied with a quarter, or 
half, without insisting upon cramming such a 
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mountain of pork as the entire animal down 
my unlucky throat ? Why must I of neces- 
sity either like to have no Church and State 
at all, or to keep them untouched and un- 
altered? Can I not admire a picturesque 
and stately old iyy-grown bufldmg without 
being blind to its defects ? and is it impossible 
for me to wish to put it into repair, prop the 
decayed buttresses, support the falling masonry, 
sweep the jackdaws' nests out of the chim- 
neys, and make the roof water-tight, (to say 
nothing of trimming a tangled wilderness, to 
which I may compare our present heterogeneous 
laws, into a neat shrubbery,) without a rabid 
desire to seize pickaxe and crowbar, and level 
the entire edifice with the ground ? Must I 
either destroy what is useful, or preserve 
what is noxious? I do not think so; and, 
though such an opinion was fifty years ago ex- 
ceedingly prevalent, those who hold it still are 
few and scattered ; and, like the red Indians of 
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North America, are fast dying out before the 
progress of enlightenment and knowledge. 
But we are opposite the " Flandre," and the 
dinner-bell is ringing. Let us exchange 
philosophy for perdreaux aux truffes and huitres 
vertes rf' Ostende. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 



On the following day, Lara sought the residence 
of the Marquis of Ocana, and easily discovered 
it, thpugh it was neither situated in the neigh- 
bourhood of the Boulevardes, the Quartier 
Leopold, the Rue Ducale^ or any of the other 
spots, over which modern fashion has reared 
her flag. Far away from the bustle and glare 
of new Brussels, far from whirling barouches 
and plumed chasseurs^ near the Gothic JPlacCj 
where the ancient Hotel de Ville stands among 
strange old-fashioned houses, whose fronts are 
adorned with the elaborate [carvings and 
allegorical decorations, in which the architects 
of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries 
delighted, stood the abode of the Spanish 
Grandee. 
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Lara walked with a slow step across the 
square, lingering now and th^i to gaze upon 
some venerable hostelry with ^carved mullions, 
small lozenge-paned windows, sheltering porch 
and pr<33ecting gables, some curious old inn, 
preserved like an antique gem in the cabinets 
of the curious, or a villa of Pompeii beneath 
the lava crust, whose red-curtained casements 
might once have thrown a mellow light upon 
the reveby of Falstaff and the wild prince, and 
before whose door one could imagine D'Artag- 
nan, that perfect type of the soldier of fortune, 
whose portrait alone would suffice to rank 
Dumas high among living and dead authors, 
mounting his horse, while his brother MotLS- 
quetaireSy Athos, Perthes, and Aramis, quaffed 
a stirrup cup to his safe return. 

At last, Lara stood in a street of huge and 
lofty mansions, whose cobwebbed and dusty 
windows attested the decay of their former 
magnificence, and the absence or impoverish- 
ment of their tenants. A footfall might be 
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distinctly heard in that silent and deserted 
street, where Time had written up in legible 
charaeters, " no thoroughfare." 

The brilliancy and gUtter of modem Bros- 
sels made the gloom of that secluded spot more 
saddening still to the beholder. It had once 
been crowded by gorgeous courtiers, by troops 
of gay-liveried menials, and by haughty 
dames whose trains of priceless brocade were 
borne by pages of gentle blood. Gilded 
caroches, from which looked forth fair faces, 
had rolled thundering along that street ; it had 
resounded to the jingling of the golden spurs 
of knights, and many a bright-eyed and noble 
damsel, with the hooded falcon on her wrist 
impatiently shaking his bells and jesses, had 
caracoled along it upon her milk-white palfrey 
from Andalusia or Barbary. But the bright 
eyes had long since grown dim and bleared, 
and then closed for ever, the white wrist on 
which the merlin had perched was forgotten 
and neglected dust, the corroding tooth of rust 
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had eaten away the sharp swords and cuirasses 
of polished steel, and the lofty crests and 
proud armorial blazonries which had once glim- 
mered in half regal pomp had been defaced 
and torn by the rough hand of Age, a harsher 
herald than ever reversed a traitor's insignia at 
the bidding of a monarch. The very names 
that once rang like a clarion note along the 
jfront of battle, or echoed through the ante- 
chambers of palaces were but to be found in 
musty and mouldering chronicles ; and the 
blood on the antiquity and purity of whose 
current the possessors so prided themselves 
was mixed with newer streams until no trace 
of the original fonnt remained, or had for ever 
ceased to flow. One of the largest of the 
houses in this scene of desolation belonged to 
the Ocana family; and when Lara knocked 
loudly at the vast parte cochere^ the unaccus- 
tomed sound of the heavy hammer rang 
through the vaulted corridor within with as 
hollow and dismal a clang as if the echoes 
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of an enchanted palace had been suddenly 
awakened from the magical sleep of a thousand 
years. 

After the summons had been twice re- 
peated, the ponderous door was opened, after a 
long struggle against the obstinacy of the 
rusty bolts, and a fat, red-cheeted Flemish 
maiden, with great golden earrings, high cap 
of Antwerp lace, and round, light blue eyes, 
utterly void of meaning or intelligence, stood 
before the visitor, scanning him with as much 
curiosity as her good-humoured but stolid 
features were capable of expressing. 

Lara enquired for the Marquis of Ocana. 
The girl replied in Flemish, which was as in- 
comprehensible to Lara as his French was to 
her, and seemed disposed to finish the colloquy 
by shutting the door in the visitor's face, when 
a withered old man, in a suit of dilapidated 
sables, came hurrying up, and admitted Lara, 
whom he requested to seat himself in a large, 
half-ftimished room, into which he ushered 
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faim, and to wait while he ascertained whether 
** Monseigneur" was visible. In two or three 
minutes he returned, and begged Lara to follow 
him. 

Passing through several spacious saloons, 
on his way to the apartment of the Marquis, 
Lara noticed that the antique tapestry, the 
triumph of a needle that might have more 
than matched Penelope's, was moth-eaten and 
ragged, so that it hung in mildewed tatters 
about the damp, green walls, which it once 
draped superbly; that the ceilings were cracked 
and insecure, the tarnished gilding of the 
cornices and pilasters half hidden by enormous 
oobwebs, and the floors carpetless and dusty ; 
while here and there a rotten plank seemed 
ready to crumble at the touch of a heedless 
foot. 

There were great mirrors of Venice glass 
that threatened to fall out of their mouldy 
and decayed frames ; lustres, cracked and dis- 
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ordered; sofas and fauteuils^ of the dates of the 
Begencj and Louis Quatorze, and ehony or 
ivory cabinets of still greater antiquity. 

The apartment to which Lara was finally 
introduced was a very long and lofty room, 
whose dimensions might well nigh have vied 
with those of a baronial hall, and was in a far 
better state of repair and preservation than 
the ante-chambers. The floor was covered 
with a costly carpet from the Eastern loom, 
old and worn, but preserving the brilliancy of 
its dyes to the last ; the walls were dry, and 
the ceiling smooth and sound. 

A long line of family portraits decked the 
walls, and a goodly stock apparently was that 
whose scions were there depicted. Warriors 
in mail and plate of proof, queenly l^es, 
mitred churchmen, gallant cavaliers in all the 
pomp of cloth of gold and ermined mantles, 
blooming youths, and young girls, with eyes 
as full and soft as a fawn's ; all these, while 



FALCONBEClt HALL, 221 

differing in some minor points, yet preserved a 
strong family likeness, not alone in feature, but 
in a certain calm, proud bearing, that seemed 
fitter for a king that a subject. 

To Lara's astonishment, he also beheld some 
of the works of the great painters, the sale of 
whidi would have sufficed to raise, in a mea- 
sure, the fallen fortunes of the house to which 
these hidden jewels of art belonged. There 
was a gem from the pencil of Murillo, here a 
Salvator Eosa or a Eafaelli, while several mas- 
ter-pieces of Dutch and Flemi»h painting hung 
among suits of corroded armour, battered 
corslets, and ancient swords. The old servitor 
had vanished, and there was apparently no one 
in the saloon, which opened upon a garden ; so 
Lara paced slowly through the vast chamber, 
gazing upon the haughty and handsome fea- 
tures that looked forth, from the lifeless can- 
vass^ with an air of imperious defiance which 
seemed half like a mockery of the humbled 
condition of their de^ndent. 
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Forgetting the object of his visit, Lara iras 
standing in a reyeiie before the picture of a 
noble-looking hidalgo, who, with his plumed 
hat overshadowing his brows, in assertion of 
his privilege as a Grandee of Spain, was slowly 
and with stately tread approaching the throne 
of some Castilian king in his hall of audience. 
The sound of a footstep made him turn his 
head, and he started with surprise as his eyes 
fell upon a personage whom it would have been 
easy to imagine the original of the -poartrnt 
It was evidently the master of the mansion 
who stood before him, and Lara eodd not but 
acknowledge that his host was a worthy lepre* 
sentative of one of the loftiest names of 
Castile. 

Tall and powerful, so tall indeed as to be 
well nigh gigantic, the pr(^rtions of the 
Marquis of Ooana were yet faultless, and bis 
movements gracefdl. Though neaily fifty, 
there was scarcely a thread of silver in his 
long and jet black hair, wUeh was parted in 
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the middle^ and fell in heavy curls around his 
neck on either side^ as in the pictures of Charles 
the First, a style of coiffure admirably calcu- 
lated to set off the masculine beauty of a grand 
and handsome, though melancholy countenance, 
the mournful expression of which was in- 
creased by a full black eye and a drooping 
moustache as dark as the raven's wing. The 
dress of the Marquis was studiously plain and 
simple ; but his gestures and bearing would 
have prevented the most arrogant of titled 
parvenus from classing him as a roiurier ; and 
while his manner was perfectly courteous and 
unaffected, there was a feeling of half uncon- 
scious superiority, breathing through every 
tone and action. 

Lara, for the first time, saw, in its perfection, 
what he had already noticed to exist in a less 
degree in Lord Lashkeme's manner, the ffrand 
air of the old seigneurs, who seemed to carry 
their quarterings emblazoned upon their fore- 
heads as well as the panels of their carriages. 
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It was not the haughty and insolent 'bearing 80 
peculiar to upstarts, for haughtiness implies as^ 
munptioin of consequence and vulgar preten- 
sion, than which nothing could be more dis- 
idmilar than the self-possession and perfectly 
natural behaviour of the Spanish Grandee, who 
stood in his half -ruined mansion like a leaf out 
of Froissart, breathing of the glory and 
chivalry of the past. 

Lara -stated his name, and the purport of his 
visit ; and the Marquis, who had previously re- 
ceived a letter from him, written from Oxford, 
to announce his coming, rex^eived him with the 
most winning politeness, the more gracious 
because it took a tone of equality ; and the 
nuance of superiority, which grated on plebeian 
ears, and made many libel the dignity of 
" Monseigneur's" manner by applying to it the 
epithet of morgue^ was totally laid aside. 

'^ I am usually considered a frigid and disa- 
greeable person, I am aware, ;'' said he to 
. Lara,, as soon as the first salutations were over, 
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and the guest and host tv^ere established in two 
deep arm-chairs of firayed purple velvet ; " and 
the reason is probably that I do not talk as 
freely, or as willingly, to some of the worthy 
citizens of Brussels, as I might do if I had been 
brought up to measure out atmes of cloth or to 
sell bales of cotton. They sneer at tny 
poverty, and envy while they affect to dis- 
parage my claims to superior pedigree and 
and descent; there can be but little sym- 
pathy between me, the descendent of a favourite 
of King Ferdinand the Catholic, and the 
n^eavers and brewers of Brabant. But Spaniard 
as I am, and you are aware that we Castilians," 
he added, with a winning smUe which rarely 
softened his habitually stem expression, " are 
disposed to be prejudiced and exclusive in our 
love of country and of race, 1 know a noble 
name whenever I hear one, and I am sure that 
the Chevalier de Bradesfer must be a fitting 
associate for the Marquis of Ocana. I have 
called you Chevalier Senor, but your courtesy 
•L 5 
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wan fojgiye me if I have mistaken your quality ; 
perhaps I ought to address you as my lord, 
or Sir Biasdefer ?" 

" I have no right to sudh a distinction,'' said 
Lara, modestly, ^^I doubt even whether the 
style of Chevalier is fitted for me. I am 
lOferely a plain English gentleman, without a 
right to any other designation than a simple 
Mr." 

" Yet your lineage is ancient ?" asked the 
Marquis. 

^^ The Brasdefer who couched his lance for 
Duke William, at Hastings, was a valiant 
Norman knight," answered Lara." 

" Then you are a Chevalier," rejoined the 
Marquis, ^^as every gentUhomme^ who has a 
right to armonial bearings, has a claim to be 
called upon the Continent, in those countries 
at least where the earthquake of Eevolution 
has not ingulfed the crest of the knight and 
the comet of the noble. Ah ! it is a pity that 
in your country, where the mob have never 
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ridden roughshod over King and Lords, a 
g^itleman whose ancestors can be traced back 
to the time of Sollo or Canute should be called 
Mr., like a tailor or a baker. * It is not wise of 
of your Peers, Chevalier, to have acted as they 
have chosen to do. They have monopolised 
tiU« .Bd digmtie., .ad the dMn*Vn of 
nobility for themselves ; and have humbled the 
gentry by refusing them hereditary honours 
and classing them with the commonalty ; and 
yet they would be shocked and frightened if 
the untitled noblesse should take sides with the 
traders and manufacturers against them. 
Youns is, as it has often been most justly 
called, a modem peerage, partly founded on an 
ancient gentry, partly on certain mushroom 
families, such as court favor or success in life 
occasionally raises. But I assure you, that 
although your " squires," are not imderstood 
or appreciated upon the Continent for the most 
part, since we cannot usually imagine that 
any one is noble who has not a de and a coronet, 
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I honour your anoestry as mu^h as if you w&te 
called Duke. If you were* a Spaniard or a Gter- 
man, or indeed a natiye of any country but 
Switzerland or England, you would be a 
Count or a Baron at least." 

"You seem to know our country well, 
Monsigneur," said Lara, using the high flown 
designation which was most likely to soothe 
the jealous pride of the hidalgo ; for worlds he 
would not have said M. le Marquis, especially 
in the midst of the neglect and decadence 
around, through whidi the towering form of 
the Grandee loomed like that of Marius 
among the ruins of Carthage or the reedy fens 
of MintumsB. 

" I went there as a boy with my tutor, and 
I re- visited your island once again as an exile ;" 
said the Marquis, " at first I detested the stiff- 
ness and coldness of your English etiquette, to 
different from the easy abandon of French 
manners ; but before long I found that there 
was a pearl in the oyster, although his shell 
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was haid to open. Your countrymen have 
many fine qualities, Senor; they are worthy 
rivalfl of what Spaniards were in the days of 
Cortes and Pizzaro ; for it is not now-a-days, 
alas ! that the energy exists which once conr 
quered Mexico and hnmbled Peru, pouring the 
golden treasures of the New World, like the 
tribute of a province, into the lap of Spain. 
They were Spanish caravels that first anchored 
on the shores of America,^ and but for the be- 
sotted blindness and ignorance of our race— no 
matter, I was about to say that I have been for 
years residing in England, and liat I can see 
jnuch to admire, as well as much to blame, in 
the character of her sons. Your middle classes 
have improved within my recollection, your 
peasantry have grown more intelligent, and 
certainly your squires read more than when I 
went first as a stripling among them. But I 
have one fault to find with you English, which 
you will say, or rather think, for you are too 
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polite to say it, is the irhinuaical idea of a 
doting old hidalgo.^ 

^^What 18 that?" aaked Lata, ^'is it our 
loye of change, or our taste for money-getting 
which you deplore; for those I helieve are 
reckoned our principal errors." 

^^ Not so. I mean that you have reversed 
what the French have done. With them a 
ifian who should dare to call himself a gentUr 
hmme^ instead of a Monsieur or hamme de bonne 
compagniey would be pelted or hooted out of the 
country. The word is therefore obsolete. But 
in England you retain the word, ^^ gentleman," 
though, fsx from using it as Shakespere does, 
in the sense of " genUlhomme^^^ you apply it to 
every man with a cloth coat on his back, as 
the ignorant lazzaroni of Kaples give the title 
of Excellency to every one who is vestito di 
pannoP 

" Poor Waldersley, would have agreed with 
you, I should say, to judge from some of the 
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sentiments I have heard him express ;" said 
Lara. 

"It is not improbable. * Waldersley was 
more than half a Castilian by education and 
habitS|'' returned the Marquis ; " had he been 
English by custom as well as by blood he 
would doubtless have had the same feeling as 
his countrymen upon such subjects. The poor 
Cond^ ! What a brave soldier he was ! our 
people called him the Lion of Arragon. But 
it was unfortunate for him that he was such a 
friend of Zumalacarregui. Did poor Waldersley 
ever tell you his story ?" 

Lara replied in the negave. 

" It is a sad tale of suflfering and treachery ; 
better that it should be buried in oblivion," 
said the Marquis; "you mentioned in your 
letter, if I remember rightly, that our poor 
friend had left a sum of money, invested in 
English securities, to me, in trust for the cause 
of the king ?" 

" He did so Monseigneur, a sum of money, 
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or, if you prefer it, a small but fixed income ;" 
answered Lara. 

"I choose the first;" said the Marquis; 
** * we must kill the goose that lays the golden 
eggs/ as the old fable says. An annuity 
would be useless, worse than useless, for it 
would be wasted on some favourite, while with 
a tolerable amoimt of money we might do 
much in Catalonia. Chevalier, I trust you are 
not one of those who look upon the usurpation 
of the infanta Isabella, backed by the she- wolf 
Christina, that Spanish Margaret of Anjou, as 
conferring a lawful title of the throne." 

" I cannot pretend to judge accurately of the 
merits of the question," returned Lara, " but I 
can sympathise with the brave and unfortimate, 
without entering into the casuistries of lawyers, 
with respect to the right of succession. And 
those whose loyalty has borne, without being 
shaken, the harsh test of banishment, deserve 
the admiration of every generous spirit, for 
their unswerving constancy." 
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^^ Thanks, Chevalier de Brasdefer ! it is not 
often that my ears are greeted by any ex- 
pression of kindness or feeling ;" rejoined the 
Marquis, as he took Lara's hand, and pressed 
it between his own ; ** I may appear to you a 
mere fantastic and crazy old hidalgo, like our 
own laexada, whom you call Quixote, but I 
am sure that you will do me the justice, to 
deem me no vulgar conspirator, weaving 
schemes of blood and guilt for his own selfish 
aggrandisement. Lands that my ancestors 
won from the Moors at the lance's point, gold 
that had been wrested alike from Mexico and 
Granada, the spoils of Saracens and Aztecs, 
the palace where my ancestors dwelt, the 
chapel where they sleep, all these have 1 given 
up freely for my king. The wealth which Fer- 
dinand gave, I have poured forth for Carlos, as 
if it were water. And I do not boast of the 
sacrifice, for I have but done my duty. My 
three eldest boys died on the field. I trust 
their souls are in Paradise. They did their 
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duty, and I grudged ihem not, though I would 
have willingly ransomed every drop of their 
blood at the price of twi of my own. My wife 
died in exile, my possessions were seized, and 
I am here, almost a beggar." 

Lara's glance wandered inyoluntarily ta the 
Murillos and Vandykes, which adorned the 
walls. The Hidalgo observed it. 

^^I understand you;" said he, smiling 
bitterly, " you wonder that I should speak of 
my poverty, while I yet possess gems, which 
princes and governments might contend to 
purchase. But those pictures are heir-looms of 
the line of Ocana, and I would not sell one of 
them to buy bread, were I starving, or to 
repair the tottering &bric of this old mansion, 
were its roof about to fall and crush me. Yet 
all that is mine, belongs in a still greater de- 
gree to my sovereign. What I woxdd never 
have done to save myself from ike pinching 
gripe of penury, has seemed to me light and 
easy, when I was called upon to do it for the 
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sake of Xing Charles. I have effected a mort- 
gage upon this crumbling house ; a speculator 
takes it. I believe it is to be an Hotel/' he 
added, with a harsh hollow laugh, ^^ and the 
hearth-stone of the Ocanas will be the ren- 
dezvous of gaping tourists and pert bagsmen. 
The pictures are mortgaged also, so are the 
jewels that my mother inherited from a royal 
race ; all these are pledged for a sum sufficient, 
when joined to Waldersley's bequest, to make 
one more stake of our perilous game, to furnish 
us with the means of a last throw of the dice. 
If we win, my home is mine again, and J. shall 
be rich enough to redeem these portraits and 
Madonnas, and to pecfp up the ruins of this 
hmMing^ which sheltered Julian of Ocana ceur 
turiea ago. If our plan fails, we shall at least 
perish in the cause of right." 

The Marquis rose, and taking down from the 
wall a long and heavy sword, with a silver hilt 
and a black scabbard, unsheathed it, and laid 
it upon the table before Lara, looldng as h^ 
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did 80, at the polished surface of the steel, witii 
all the fondness of a Mend. 

" That sword," said he with a kindling eye, 
and a flush of pride on his swarthy cheek, 
** once shone in the hand of Gonsalvo of Cor- 
dova, by whom it was given to my ancestor as 
a mark of esteem. My fether hung it at my 
side, when I went out to fight at the Trocadero. 
A better or trustier blade was never wielded at 
Toledo. It is all that I can now call entirely 
my own, and it too, as well as its master, be- 
longs to the king. I will take it with me to 
Catalonia, when the hour shall strike for the 
last venture. My king shall have all, my 
blood, my life, my property, and with my last 
breath, I will pray for his success." 

The Marquis was silent for awhile, and the 
expression of his iron features, shewed the 
depth and potency of the feelings that moved 
him. Lara too was affected at the touching 
grief and sublime disinterestedness of thiis 
man, in whom evidently glowed the in- 



FALOONBECK HALL. 2S7 

domitable spirit of cMyalrlc adventure and 
endurance, which nerved the champions of 
Castile for the conquest of the New World, and 
the expulsion of the Moors from the soil pf 
Sp^ ; and who, though cradled in the lap of 
luxury, and trained in all the traditions of 
power and magnificence, was ready to barter 
independence, comfort, and life itself, for a 
consciousness of duty ; and to sacrifice the last 
relics of his once vast fortune, and the last 
years of his life, for the sake of the principle, 
on whose altar he had already given up so 
much. 

"Politics have their fanatics, as well as 
creeds, Chevalier de Brasdefer," said the Mar- 
quis, after a pause, during which he had 
sheathed the sword, and laid it aside, " and I 
am amongst the number. But I must not 
allow my zeal for the Carlist cause, to make 
me totally forgetful of the duties of hospitality." 

As he spoke, he rang a hand-bell that stood 
upon a small table near him, and the aged do- 
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mestic, who had ushered in Lara^ entered, and 
receiving an order, soon disappeared, and re* 
turned bearing a silver tray, on which stood, 
among tall antique goblets, a slender-necked 
and straw-wrapped flask of wine, and a few 
cakes on a platter of carved ivory, which he 
placed before his master and the guest. 

" You must not omit to break bread in this 
house, while it belongs to an Ocana. When 
you revisit Brussels, it will probably be in the 
hands of strangers. Let me be your cup- 
bearer, though my ancesters refused that office 
in the household of Charles the fifth," he con- 
tinued with a smile, as he filled the glasses 
with the light, straw-coloured blood of the 
Xexes grape; "this wine was a present from 
the Duke of Medina Sidonia, when I was but 
an unfledged stripling. It is not easily to be 
matched in Cadiz." 

For the space of half an hour, the Castilian 
and his guest sat conversing on indifferent 
topics, and at the end of that time, Lara, whose 
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visit had already been protracted to an unusual 
length, placed the vouchers and other papers 
necessary to render the legacy of Waldersley 
available, in the hands of the Marquis, 
and rose to take his leave. As he did 
so, two children came in from the garden, 
and entered the saloon. The eldest was a boy 
of some ten years of age, with a face full of 
dark beauty, and whose heavy masses of black 
curls fell upon his shoulders. Dressed entirely 
in dark green yelyet, he was as perfect a type, 
in miniature, of a high-bom cavalier of Castile, 
as the Marquis of Ocana himself of the matured 
aristocrat, A rich complexion, whose golden 
bronze became flushed at the slightest emotion, 
matched well with a short and curling upper 
lip, beneath which shone a row of the whitest 
teeth, and in whose finely chiselled and 
haughty arch, as well as on the broad white 
brow, nature had written ^' Patrician," while 
the large and bold eye, in its steady gaze, 
showed traces of a fiery and invincible spirit 
within. Had Lara met the boy clad in the 
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meanest rags, he could not have had a doubt of 
Ihe nobility of his extraction, for it was not 
alone that the delicacy of his hands and feet, 
the open candour of his forehead, and the 
glow and fire of his glance, betrayed that it 
was the " blue blood" of the purest races in 
Gothio Spain, which flowed in his veins, but 
every gesture was free and graceful ; and his 
look and bearing had in them, at once the re- 
flection of his father's pride, and that rare, but 
most winning fearlessness, which belongs to 
children of frank and noble natures ; and the 
• natural expression of whose wishes and sen- 
timents has never been cowed or crushed, 
as is too often the case, by early severity, 
or cruel harshness. The other child was 
a most lovely girl, some two years younger 
than her brother, and much less grave ; while 
the air of calm dignity which sat on the boy's 
forehead, as on that of one bom to command, 
was in her entirely wanting. With a face 
whose regular beauty would have served an 
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artist admirably as the model of a madonna, 
such as Murillo drew, she was yet a gay, 
laughing little Hebe, whose cheeks glowed 
with health, and whose dark eyes, half merry, 
and half timid, like those of a fawn, gave 
promise of a womanhood of voluptuous beauty ; 
that the crowd of glossy ringlets, in which 
Iier sHken hair fell beneath the shadow of a 
wide Leghorn garden hat, and the rosy tint of 
the pouting lips that belonged to the smallest 
mouth in the world, did but confirm. The 
conduct of the two children, on perceiving that . 
a stranger was with the marquis, was singularly 
characteristic. The boy, without doffing the 
cap that half hid his black curls, stepped 
forward and offered his hand to Lara with an 
air of regal condescension ; while the girl ran 
to her father and nestled behind his chair, 
clinging fondly to him, and gazing at the 
stranger with a look of mingled shyness, and 
playfulness. 

." Take off your cap, Juan," said the 
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marquis to the boy, half in jest, half chidingly. 

" Not so, father; you have often told me 
that a Grandee of Spain has a right to be 
covered before the king," replied the boy. 

" Well, and what then?" said the Marquis, 
somewhat sharply. 

" I am Don Juan, of Ocana, Cond6, and 
noble of Castile," returned the child, blushing 
at his own vehemence, when the words were 
uttered, but instantly resuming his usual air of 
grave composure ; " I have the right to wear 
my hat before the sovereign, and I'll not doff it 
for a subject. When I am old enough, and 
strong enough to draw that sword ;" he went 
on, pointing to the historical weapon of the 
great captain, which hung on the wall near 
him ; " I'll be Carlos's soldier, and fight to the 
death for him ; but I'll not take off my cap 
when he passes, were he ten times Rey de las 
Espartos .'" 

" Bravo ! Juan ! few will deny that you are 
an Ocana, who hear you speak thus !" ex- 
claimed the father, with a burst of unrepressed 
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exultation ; " the old stem never put forth a 
greener, or a stronger branch than you, my 
child. But what avails it ?" he continued, in 
a more subdued tone, while his head drooped 
€adly upon his breast, and the light of his 
flashing glance faded ; " v hat avails it, that 
tsourage and lineage last when wealth and 
power are gone. Go, my children, go to your 
own chambers. I and this caballero have some- 
thing to talk about, which does not concern 
you." 

The children retired obediently at their 
parent's wish, the boy bowing to Lara, with an 
air of stately courtesy which appeared in- 
stinctively to belong to him, though strange 
in one of his tender years ; and the girl saluting 
Lara with a smiling glance, and instantly after 
tripping out of the room like a startled gazelle, 
to follow the firmer tread of her brother. The 
door closed. 

'^ What do you think of Juan and Nina ?" 
asked the Marquis, somewhat abruptly, but 
m3 
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with a sigh which seemed almost like the last 
complaint of a breakiiig heart. 

" I think your son the most superb little 
fellow that I ever beheld," replied Lara, en- 
thusiastically ; "there is something lion-like, 
and majestic, in his &Ge and bearing, that 
would make him conspicuous among a multi- 
tude. I never saw a child so manifestly formed 
to rule the actions, and rise superior to the 
weaknesses of common men. Few royal 
houses can boast of so princely a scion, whom 
it would be no great stretch of the imagination 
to fancy, as having his brows continually en- 
circled by an invisible crown." 

" May it be a diadem of heaven, and not of 
earth !" said the Marquis, solemnly ; " and 
yet," he added in a loftier tone, which betrayed 
the master passion of pride so strongly woven 
in his character, as to be only capable of being 
torn away by the destruction of the whole 
web ; " and yet, he has the kindly blood of 
Lusignan in his veins, mingling with the stream 
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that warmed the veins of the Visigoths of old. 
It were strange, indeed, if he should have the 
mien and gait of the vulgar herd. But I for- 
get, I forget always." And the old nobleman 
pressed his powerful hand on his forehead^ as 
if to keep down some distracting thoughts. 

" What do you think of my little hind, my 
fairy of Castile, though she looks more like the 
fair Morisco maidens of Seville and Konda ?" 
he enquired, in a tone that had in it less of 
exulting admiration, but, perhaps, more of 
genuine tenderness and affection than that 
m which he usually spoke of his son. 

" I think her a most lovely girl, who will, 
doubtless, one day, grow up to be a most peer- 
less and beautiful woman,'' answered Lara, 
firankly; " her mind may be, and probably is, 
of a less exalted and romantic stamp, than her 
brother's ; but she is the perfection of feminine 
softness and gentleness ; and I hope that in 
years to come, she wiU find a consort, whose 
qualities may make her happy, while the genius 
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and daring of your son restores the house of 
Ocana to the grand and elevated possession it 
once occupied. Altogether, I can scarcely con- 
gratulate you enough on. your good fortune in 
possessing two such children, my kind host.^' 

"Bid you not see a monk's cowl encirdinsg 
Juan^a brows in the place of the helmet which 
his fathers wore ? did you not see the sable 
yeil of the nun decking Nina's head instead of 
a bridal wreath ?" asked the Marquis, in ac^ 
cents 80 harsh and fierce, that Lara was 
startled, 

" Ay !" he went on, as rising from his chaif, 
he paced heavily and firmly up and down the 
saloon, like a captive lion in its den, while the 
boards of the floor trembled and shook beneath 
his foot, ai he *mp^ it teicudy down upon 
the planks at each turn ; and his kindling eye, 
and working features, gave signs of the msen- 
tal earthquake that was upheaving the most 
rooted convictions of his soul. 

" Yet !'' he repeated^ as if he forced him- 
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self by a great effort, to speak, although the 
words seemed to rattle in hi^ throat like those 
of a dying man ; « yes 1 Juan is to be a priest, 
and Nina to take the vows, and enter a con- 
vent." 

" Can it be ?" said Lara, half incredulously. 

" What is there that, cannot be ?" rejoined 
the Marquis, as he paced the chamber with 
Qlenched hands, and knitted brows ; " what is 
there, in this modern world of sale and barter, 
that caimot take place. I have seen the 
ewutcheons th^t once were the terror of the 
Moors, trampled upon by swineherds and vine- 
dressers; I have seen the desce^denta^ of 
knightly sires driven forth as beggars from 
their own castle gates, and the children of 
servants lording it in the halls for whose an- 
cient masters their fathers washed, the platter, 
and held the stirrup. If a prophet had told 
my grandsire that the son of his son would be 
poorer than any pitiful burgher, or avaricious 
peasant, who had amassed a hoard by sordid 
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grasping, and niggardly greediness^ he would 
have laughed him to scorn. Yet, what re- 
soiurce have I, save to immure my little ones 
in the living grave of the cloister. I cannot 
take them with me to Spain, to beg for crusts 
among the cottagers of Catalonia, while I 

■ 

sleep in a bloody tomb. And it is not fitting 
that a Conde and Hidalgo should dig on some 
churl's farm ; nor that a noble damsel should 
mate with a boor ; and such would be the Me 
of my offspring, if no worse destiny befel 
them, when I, their only earthly protector, 
shall be no more." 

' For some instants the Marquis was silent, 
and walked through the room with impatient 
strides, as if the motion of his muscles af- 
forded some relief to the turmoil and anxiety 
of his mind. 

Lara was also mute, for he did not know 
what consolation to offer, while he fully sym- 
pathised with the high-minded and magna- 
nimous, if mistaken, hidalgo. It must have 
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been a hard heart indeed that would have 
refused to compassionate the doom of the old 
noble, whom nothing but the excess of his 
loyalty to a banished and unfortunate king had 
reduced to poverty, and who, though reared in 
the midst of luxurious pomp, now paced what 
was almost the only habitable apartment in his 
ruinous mansion, meditating vainly how to save 
the last descendents of his race firom the bitter 
alternative of menial toil, and the gloomy and 
still haven which a monastic life offered to 
those youthful and blooming beings ; while the 
martial and lordly forms of the ancestry of 
Ocana looked down from the gilded frames 
upon their impoverished successor. 

" I have no choice in the matter^'^ said the 
Marquis, at last, flinging himself into a chair; 
and passing his hand rapidly across his eyes, as 
if to clear away traces of his recent emotion, 
which it was, in his idea, a sign of weakness 
to exhibit ; " the Carmelites will undertake to 
educate Juan ; and, by-and*bye, to induct him 
H 5 
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into their order, while the Sc^rs Rouges will 
receive Nina in their quiet convent at Bruges 
as a pupil, hereafter to become a novice. If 
we succeed — and St. lago grant we may ! — I 
shall return to seek my children, who will then 
need neither the hisace of the mendicant^ nor 
the serge robe of the monastry to stand 
between them and starvation* If I fall, why, 
after all, they wiU receive the bare necessaries 
of existence — ^bread, and coarse clothes, and 
comfortless shelter, within the walls of a 
sacerdotal prison. It is not the first time that an 
Ocona has been a churchman," continued the 
Marquis, as if trying to reason himself out of 
his convictions ; "there was Gabriel, who was 
a cardinal, and Jose, who was bishop of 
Orviedo, and Carlos, archbishop of Seville, and 
two of my uncles also Avere canons of Malaga. 
But they had interest — they had powerful and 
titled relations, whose names were great in the 
land, and whose favour was great at court. 
Juan has no interest — ^no friends — his illustrious 
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Dame is of little account here, and in Spain it 
could but mark him as the rebel's son. He 
has neither the passive and blind docility that 
makes a man a ductile tool, nor the sinuous 
OTBftt and unscrupulou^ness that is necessary for 
a leader in the career whose goal is the tiara of 
St. Peter. Juan is an honourable, a brave, a 
headstrong, a truth-telling child ; he will never 
wear the scarlet hat of a cardinal, and any 
low-born Belgian priest, with assurance instead 
of courage, and cunning instead of intellect, 
would surpass him in credit with the hierarchy. 
What bright prospects, what a brilliant future 
awaits him ? He will be handsome, and may 
shrive pretty penitents at the confessional, or 
be the pet abbe of boudoirs and sahm ; he may 
turn Jesuit, and seek excitement by tortuous 
paths, and empire by winding ways; but, 
otherwise, he can never be anything but a lazy 
monk in a cloister, droning away his days in 
inactivity, or a parish cur6 drudging among 
boors —one day blessing a sick cow for a. 
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superstitious boor, who fancies his farm blighted 
by the evil one — another day sitting among 
peasants at a village festival, and quaffing vin 
ordinaire jfrom a horn cup. And yet he would 
have made so accomplished and valiant a cavalier. 
I would wager that he is now, as I have often 
found him, poring over the ballads of Castile, 
or the history of Bemal Diago, or that of the 
conquest of Granada. He will stand some- 
times for hours gazing at the portraits of our 
forefathers yonder, or musing beside some 
rusty cuirass or haubert that hangs upon the 
wall. 

" I asked him one day, half jestingly, of 
what he was thinking, as he stood gazing on 
the face of Hernan, my grandsire's father, 
whose picture you see there, to the left of the 
black mail shirt, and he answered, 
" ^ Of the fallen greatness of Ocana.' 
*^I started, as if an echo from the hollow 
walls had repeated the whisperings of the voice 
of my own heart. Poor Juan ! he never cared 
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for any toy but a sword — ^he never had a wish 
or expressed a sentiment that Bayard might not 
have owned — ^he never breathed a word of 
aught but truth — and he is to be a monk ! 
Well, well !'* and the Marquis drummed upon 
the table heavily with his clenched hand, and 
seemed lost in thought for a few minutes. 

"As for Nina," he resumed, though in a 
tone of semi-soliloquy, as if he had forgotten 
Lara's presence, " it matters less, perhaps. She 
is not like the queenly ladies who were 
numbered among her ancestry in days gone 
by, and perhaps she may be happier in seclusion 
than in the glare and amid the jealous struggles 
of a court. But yet, poor child, she will grow 
up like a budding rose,ion which the coy sun 
refuses to shine. She will feel the want of 
something to fove — ^for Spanish girls are not 
like your rigid maidens of the north, whom a 
meed of cold admiration, and a round of 
common-place duties and frivolous diversions, 
will compensate for the absence of the ardent 
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devotion which is as necessary to a daughter of 
the south as the very air she breathes. Nina 
wUl grow up like a flower of the gardens of 
Morocco transplanted to the shallow and barren 
soil and snowy rocks of the Sierra Neyada. 
And she will feel a void in her bosom, and a 
aching in her heart, and none will tell her why; 
for Flemish religiemes eat and sleep while 
Spanish nuns dream and sigh, and she will 
grow into a querulous, unhappy, morose 
woman. Perhaps, after all, it is better that 
she should be here than in Andalusia, since 
chilling ice is better than raging fire. But it 
is a hard doom for two children, whose only 
crime is that their sire was a loyal subject and 
a Catholic christian." 

" Monseigneur," said Lara, deeply affected, 
" forgive my bluntness. Let me take charge 
of these lovely and interesting children. I 
will place them under the care of my own 
mother, who will be a second parent to them. 
They shall, at least, grow up among friends, 
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instead of withering in the blighting shadow 
of the cloister, and their education shall not be 
neglected ; while Juan shall be trained for the 

c 

profession of arms, or any other you may prefer 
him to embrace ; and I will make it my care 
to provide him with a commission in the 
British service. Nina shall be instructed in 
the accomplishments that become her high 
lineage, and I doubt not that, in ten or twelve 
years, her peerless beauty will procure her an 
alliance which would not have disgraced the 
house of Ocana in its loftiest days. If you 
succeed in your enterprise-and my best 
wishes shall go with you — I will render back 
to your care these precious pledges. Should 
you perish, I promise you never to desert or 
neglect the trust reposed in me." 

•' I thank you, young Englishman," said the 
Marquis, as he wrung Lara's hand cordially in 
his own strong grasp; "gratefully and sin- 
cerely do I thank you ; and if your path in life 
be not a smooth and pleasant one, it shall not 
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be the &ult of Pedro of Ocana, for neither his 
prayers nor blessing shall ever be wanting for 
your safety and prosperity. What you Qffer is 
proffered frankly and generously, as from 
noble to noble, and as a brother thanks a 
brother, so do I thank you. But the son of 
a hundred princely jGithers — ^the last of a pure 
Gothic line — ^must never eat the bread, I will 
not say of a stranger, but of an alien by blood ; 
and to no Spaniard, save a relation, had I one 
surviving, would I confide Juan ; or else, trust 
me, every Carlist would share his crust with 
Ocana's child. But I should be humbled if 
my boy were fed by another than myself, were 
it even the king. You marvel, I dare say, why, 
with such notions of pride, fcolish perhaps, 
but indelible, I can think of committing him to 
the charge of the friars I spoke of. I will tell 
you why. The church is a gigantic scheme of 
charity. No man feels shame in feeding 
at her table, from the Pope and Cardinals in 
robes of purple and violet, to the bare-footed 
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eremite with his well-filled wallet and coarse 
garb of brown serge. We Ooanas have given 
largely to the church — we have endowed 
convents — ^founded seminaries — ^bnilt chapels, 
and all 1 ask in return is the care of two 
orphans, who must learn to be humble ; though 
I fear, I fear, that my teaching and example, 
while their young minds were as ductile and 
plastic as wax, has made more impression than 
aU the homilies on earth could do. No matter ! 
my mind is made up ; and though I thank and 
bless you, young cavalier, for a kindness to 
which I am Uttle used, my offspring must be 
the wards of the church. And may St. 
Martin and St. lago help them in their 
need." 

He knelt, as he spoke, before a crucifix that 
was placed in a small shrine hollowed out in 
the wall, and prayed silently and fervently for 
a short time with that imaflEected earnestness 
so usual among the Spaniards of the vielU 
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roche, whose reUgious principles were matured 
before the Simoom of French scepticism and 
infidelity came sweepir g over the country io 
overwhelm the hereditary landmarks of belief 
in a drifting sea of doubt and incredulity. 

"I feel more resigned now," said the 
Marquis, at length, as he rose from his knees ; 
" there is no tranquilliser of the wounded and 
harassed spirit to compare with religion, and 
with religion alone can I hope to receive the 
strength and patient fortitude I shall need, 
when the actual separation from the last hopes 
and props of my declining years shall rend my 
heart-strings. And now. Chevalier de Bras- 
defer, think me not churlish if I say "fare- 
well." I must busy myself for the cause of 
my prince, and forget my own sorrows amid 
cares and schemes for Ms success. Yet stay a 
moment." 

As he spoke, he unlocked a drawer, and took 
from it a massive signet ring, which he pressed 
into Lara's hand. 
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" Wear this in memory of a man who will 

» 

never forget your generous anxiety, to save his 
children from a living grave ;" said he ; " nay, 
nay ! you need not fear to t^ke a gift from an 
impoverished noble,, the bauble is of slight 
intrinsic value; it is true that Francis of 
France, while in captivity, after the battle of 
Favia, took it from his own finger, and plaoed 
it on that of the then Oonde of Ocana, but 
there is not a jeweller in the Montague de la 
Cour^ who would give fifty francs for it on that 
account. Once more thanks^ and adieu !" 

Lara bent his head as he pressed the hand of 
his host, to conceal the tears that sprang to his 
eyes ; the old servant appeared as if by magic, 
at the first sound of the bell, and Lara followed 
him once more through the deserted chambers ; 
saw once more the flapping of the moth con- 
sumed arras ; once more passed through the 
porte cochere ; and it was not until he heard the 
sound produced by the ponderous door in 
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dosing, and the grating of the bolts, that he 
awoke from his reverie to ask himself, whether 
all he had seen and heard for the last two 
hours, had passed in sober reality, or in the 
feverish phantasmagoria of a dream. No, it 
was not so. Every object around him attested 
the actual existence of the scene he had so 
recently witnessed, from the grass-grown stones 
of the pavement, and the long rows of gloomy 
houses, to the ring of the French monarch, 
whose solid hoop of gold encircled his finger, 
and on whose tablet of garnet, the three fleurs 
de Igs of the Bourbons were engraved. 

As Lara walked on towards the more frequent- 
ed and gayer portion of the city, the recollections 
of the strange and sad tableau of suffering con- 
stancy, which he had beheld, forced themselves 
upon his thoughts, and he scarcely knew 
whether most to admire, or to censure the fantas- 
tical loyalty, which had proved so baneful to the 
race of Ocana ; yet which shone the brighter 
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and clearer in the midst of misfortune and dis- 
tress, as the flame of a beacon fire glows with 
double brilliancy through the shadowy black- 
ness of midnight. 
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CIIAPTEE IX. 



" If you have had enough of Brussels, Dash- 
berry ;" said Lara, as he sat with Sir Douglas 
after dinner on the evening of the day which 
he had chosen for his visit to the Marquis of 
Ocana ; "if you are tired of Brussels, I should 
think it would be better for us to return to 
Oxford." 

"With all my heart !" responded the young 
baronet, as he filled his own glass, and that of 
his companion, with the " liquid ruby" of the 
Chambertin vineyards, which decidedly deserve 
the praises of a Hafiz, more than the grape juice 
of Shiraz could possibly have done in its palmiest 
days, and leaned indolently back in his well 
cushioned chair; " but don't forget that we are 
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to take a bird's eye view of Bruges on our way 
back ; unless indeed you would prefer reading 
the description of it in Lady Morgan's 
"Princess," which would probably be less 
fatiguing." 

" I think we can very well spare a day for 
the purpose of inspecting the Flemish Genoa," 
said Lara with a smile, " while it would take 
three days to get through a novel in as many 
volumes ; and to save labour, if for no other 
reason, I prefer to judge for myself." 

*^ Allans .'" said Sir Douglas, pouring out a 
bumper of Chambertin, and quaffing it hastily 
off; " my maxim is never to allow a. plat or a 
resolve to grow cold. Let me see !" and he 
consulted that admirable traveller's vade 
mecumy yclept a " Bradshaw," " there is a 
train at a quarter past eight, and it is but 
twenty minutes past seven. There are just 
fifty-five minutes to devote to paying the bill, 
packing, driving to the Station du Nord^ and 
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taking the tickets. We shall sleep in Bruges 
to-night." 

And before Lara could utter a word of com- 
ment or remonstrance, his wild friend had 
tugged at the bell rope with a violence, that 
caused a miniature tocsin to peal through the 
alarmed inn, and to cause a rush of startled 
waiters towards the salle, each of whom was 
firmly impressed with the idea, that one or 
other of his gentlemen had committed suicide ; 
and that his friend was summoning aid ; and in 
consequence, after hurrying in with various 
dramatic expressions of horror and surprise, 
which would have been peculiarly effective 
in a murder scene at the TJieatre of the 
Porte St Martin^ felt grievously disappointed 
and insulted at hearing that the ^^ Mes- 
dieurs Anglais^^ only wanted their bill. The 
account, of formidable length, and whose 
numerous items, in Madame Basteus' most 
elegantly illegible handwriting, it seemed to 
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Sir Douglas a most unnecessary imitation of the 
labours of Hercules to ennumerate, was pro- 
duced, and paid ; the " r^f w" at the bottom of 
the lengthy slip of paper, was signed with a 
cabalistic flourish, and presented with a cour- 
teous bow by the head waiter ; the valises were 
strapped, and brought down by a porter in a 
sort of shell jacket of amazing tightness ; and 
whose short cropped black hair resembled 
nothing so much as a half worn clothes' brush ; 
the last douceur was administered, the nearest 
fiacre was called, and the coachman, instigated 
by a bribe, lashed his lean horses into a gallop, 
and flew like — ^like — ^like a Neapolitan corricoh 
ovor the pointed stones of the pavement. 
Three minutes sufficed to take the tickets and 
weigh the baggage, which being achieved. Sir 
Douglas and Lara speedily found themselves 
in a snugly cushioned diligence^ while the 
vehement puffing and gasping of the engine 
gave note of a prompt departure, and the 
guards ran along the platform with that pro- 
VOL. n. N 
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yerbial agility which tradition has attribnted 
to lamplighters ; slamming doors so abruptly as 
occasionally to shut in a portion of the skirt of 
some lady's robe, whose fair owner was stand- 
ing on the step to bid adieu to a sister or 
fiiend, which proceeding occasioned a good 
deal of squeaUng and giggling, as well as in 
rarer instances, a reckless demolition of flounces 
and a liberal exhibition of ankles. After bells 
had rung and horns been blown, in token of 
hurry, which preparations for a start had be^i 
immediately rendered nugatory by the rattUng 
up of a eouple of fiacres or so, piled with lug- 
gage, and crammed with people ; after second 
dass passengers had been thrust into wcigtmi 
for the express purpose, as it seemed, of being 
dragged out again, after Braban9on boors, and 
soldiers on leaye of absence had been politely 
ushered into first-dass carriages, thence to be 
ignominiously ejected by the first conduetewr 
who should discover the mistake, and after 
several sturdy men and monstrous wheel- 
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barrows had brought in fabulous quantities of 
trunks, deal boxes, and carpet bags — ^the train 
really did start. Sir Douglas had been for 
twenty minutes engaged in watching the con- 
fusion with the keenest delight, but when the 
engine put itself in motion he closed the 
window. 

" I forgot to tell you before, Brasdefer," 
said he, " that I received a letter from Lash- 
kerne this morning, and that he says your 
ffrotegi^ Tom Hawkins, is at this moment 
skipper of the "Mary Jane," coasting round 
from London to Leith. He is as happy, I be- 
lieve^ as he possibly can be, at this appoint- 
ment, which Lashkeme procured for him ; and 
if he behaves well, which I hope he will, as 
you take so much interest in him, he is to be 
made captain of some small barque or other, 
trading to India and China, l&o thanks, pray ! 
and now let me have a little sleep ;'' and Dash- 
berry wrapped himself in his cloak, and fell 
asleep in the . comer of the carriage, only 
K 3 
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awaking as the engine stopped in front of the 
platform of Bruges, since the train happened 
to be one of those which do not change car- 
riages at Mechlin and Ghent. Then, howeyer, 
Dashberry woke up suddenly and completely, 
and having caused the portmanteaus to be 
placed upon a vigilante^ and ordered the coach- 
man to driye to the Hotel du Commerce^ he 
insisted that his companion and himseK should 
proceed thither on foot, to the great disgust of 
the touters, drivers of Jiacres^ and comnm- 
sionaries^ who regarded the act of walking 
when it was possible to ride, as savouring either 
of insanity or the most sordid parsimony ; a be- 
lief universal with their class. 

The venerable city had a ghastly and solemn 
as the look, Oxonians walked on through its wind- 
ingstreets, wrapped in the most profound silence. 
It was a cold and misty night, and the high 
houses and spacious palaces once inhabited by 
the merchant princes of Bruges looked, through 
the dim -atmosphere of midnight, indistinct and 
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shadowy of outline, wliile it was only at inter- 
vals that the chill and wateiy moon could show 
her pale gleam among the rack of floating clouds. 
Lara and Sir Douglas entered the mar- 
ket-place, and the latter laid his hand on 
Lara's arm, and halted. As he did so a burst 
of wild and melancholy music was heard oyer- 
head, breaking the stillness of night as if it 
were a spirit's wail of warning and lament, 
that pealed forth through the muricy air, and 
causing Lara's pulses to thrill with a mingled 
sensation of pain and pleasure, as the sad, 
sweet, and unearthly ringing of the glorious 
chimes, broke like the rippling of a stream, 
among the glaciers, or the melody of sounding 
harps, upon his ear. It ceased, and as at that 
moment the moon shone forth from behind a 
black cloud. Sir Douglas raised his arm and 
pointed out the lofty tower of the belfry, soar- 
ing aboTe the mist, and silvered in the moon- 
beams. Another mass of vapour rolled on, and 
all was dark again. 
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'^ Let us make the best of our way to the 
hotel," said Sir Douglas, drawing Lara away ; 
'- a little mulled wine might serve to guarantee 
us both from the risk of catching cold, for this 
fenny land and foggy climate are sworn foes 
to the musings al-fresco^ and at midnight, which 
suit so well with the softer breezes of Italy." 

The next day was devoted to ^^ lionising/' 
Bruges, and crossing by the mail packet from 
Osteud, the travellers found themselves at 
Oxford about the time when great Tom was 
about to summon such stray undergraduates^ as 
attended to tho more obsolete of the University 
laws, to repair to their respective colleges. 
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CHAPTER X. 



Two yeax9 had come and gone. The aged 
chesnuts around Eita's cottage have twice been 
white with blossoms, twice with snow. The 
green com blades have twice sprung up, and 
twice the golden sheaves have bowed before 
the reaper's steel. 

There has not been much change at Oxford, 
not much alteration in the quiet forest. All 
changes, if such there be, have been gradual 
and imperceptible. Lara and his friends, Sir 
Douglas Dashberry and Lord Lashkeme, are 
still at the University. Lord Lashkeme has 
taken his degree, but he lingers still among 
the cloisters and hoary towers of the ancient 
city. Sir Douglas has been plucked, and has 
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taken the matter as a good joke, and his name 
off the book of his college. He resides at a 
well-known Collegiate Hall, popularly styled 
" The Tavern," where discipline is lax, study 
superfluous, and excellent dinners are dressed 
at the shortest notice. Lara is perhaps a little 
darker, a little more manly and clear-sighted 
than when he first alighted at the Star Hotel, 
but he is little altered. At heart he is still the 
same wild, chiyabous, frank hearted boy that 
used to canter with his sister beneath the 
arching boughs and along the grassy glades of 
the Eed Zing's Forest. 

Georgiana and Alicia are still unmarried, 
stiU the same as oyer, though it were hopeless 
to attempt to count Georgiana's lovers ; and 
many successive Mufflings had dangled after 
Alicia, given her shopsfiill of bijouterie and 
fallen off in turn. 

Lord Guillemot and Mr. Crick were still at 
Oxford, and like Lara and Sir Douglas, stiU 
spent a good deal of their time at the Professor 
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of Bishareein^s house, and at Malton Hall, which 
his lordship always styled " The Gwynnery," the 
two houses at which they were most intimate. 
Malton Hall was a fine old place, ancient 
but cheerful, with very extensive and well- 
laid oiit grounds, and the family were 
pleasant and sociable. Mr. Gwynne was a 
meek, silent little man, iirho never expressed 
an opinion upon any subject, and was a perfect 
slave to his wife. He glided about like a 
Bhadow, only too happy, not to be noticed. 
The dder daughters were good-natured, but 
rather plain girls, and were considered un- 
commonly accomplished. Mrs. Gwynne herself 
was a stout and matronly woman, with rather 
uncertain temper, but very susceptible of 
flattery, and entertaining an almost idolatrous 
reverence for rank and title, on account of 
which two weaknesses Lord Guillemot had 
obtained an unbounded influence over her 
mind, and was consulted on all occasions. 

His lordship was at Malton Hall, three or tour 
N 5 
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-hours nearly every day, giving Sophy riding 
lessons in the paddock, her shaggy pony haviag 
heen replaced by a most beautiful mi^k- white 
Arab, a gift from Lord Guillemot ; thp inter- 
vals of equestrian tuition being employed by 
his lordship in romping and laughing with his 
fair pupil, and in receiving instructions in the 
arts of tree climbing, swinging, and other 
gymnastic and callisthenic performanceia, in all 
of which Sophy was an adept. Sophy was now 
seventeen, her figure plumper, riper, and 
more wcmanly in its voluptuous fulness. 

She rode under Lord Guillemot's instruction, 
on her snowy little Arab, bare-backed, both 
sideways and en cavalier^ and even contrived to 
stand on the animal at a gallop in true circus 
fashion, with no other mishap than an occa- 
sional tumble, and a summerset on the grassy 
turf; she clambered up trees like a monkey; 
and swung from boughs and ladders like a 
squirrel — she played at any game, requiring 
agility, a great better than Lord Guillemot, 
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and never was out of temper or out of spirits 
for a moment 

Kow and then, Mrs^Gwynne used to remon- 
strate with her daughter on the unfeminine 
nature of her amusements ; but Lord Gfuille- 
mot always came to the rescue. 

"Permit me to differ from you, Mrs. 
Gwynne," he would say; "what you call 
feminine, is but what is artificial. Sophy is 
natural, and for goodness' sake don't spoil her. 
I, for one, much prefer a cool, dewy moss-rose 
fresh gathered from a garden while in aU the 
bloom of its wild freshness, to a showy and 
brilliant exotic, whose short-lived glitter will 
not endure, if removed from the heated atmos- 
phere of the conservatory. Let Sophy be 
what she now is, a wild harebell, and she is 
sure of a good match. I do not know that I 
shall not marry her myself I" 
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CHAPTER XL 



** Will you come with me, Brasdefer ?" said 
Lord Laslikeme, as he met Lara in the quad- 
rangle of his College on a fine eyening in the 
early summer ; " wiU you come with me ? I 
have something to show you to-night, if you 
will." 

Lara only answered by linking his arm to 
that of the young nobleman, and allowing 
himself to be led away. 

" I like to see every shade and stamp of 
character," observed Lord Lashkeme, after a 
sshort pause ; " and it is seldom that so many 
curious scenes are to be beheld at once in this 
city of Oxford, as you shall see to-night." 

As he spoke, they turned abruptly into the 



FALCdNBECK HAtL. 277 

Open gates of Glouoester Hall, and after a 
couple of turns in the beautiful gardens, and a 
stroll along the bank of the quiet lake that 
slept, in its placid &nd silvery stillness, a blue 
glittering sheet of unruffled water, they re- 
entered the quadrangle, dived under a gjoomy 
archway, and ascending a steep flight of car- 
petless stairs, knocked at a door. 

" Come in !" roared a loud voice. 

They entered, and Lord Lashkeme was im- 
mediately recognised by the president of the 
festive scene. Lara and he took their places 
at a long table, before which sat some thirty 
men, whose ages fluctuated from forty . to 
eighteen, and who were as diflferent in appear- 
ance as in years, some having the worn and 
haggard look of habitual dissipation and profli- 
gacy, and some of the plump, boyish cast of 
countenance peculiar to inexperienced youth. 
The vice-president was a sailor-like man of 
six-and-thirty, careless and slovenly in his 
dress, and with a face on which ferocity strug- 
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gled with an air of reckless debauchery. 
This worthy gentleman's red eyes and bloated 
figure showed his habitual intemperance, and 
as Lara Altered, he was engaged in troUii^ 
forth, at the utmost pitch of a loud, hoarse 
wioe, some old seafiiring ditty. Sherry, claret, 
port, and milk pundi were freely passed £rom 
hand to hand, and most of the company were 
in an uproarious state of intoxication, some 
being in a state of maudlin drunkenness, others 
quarrelling fiercely in their cups ; and a cloud 
of cigar »noke rolling around, half hid many 
of the guests. 

Lara looked about him in disgust and horror. 
The oaths, the curses, the blasphemy that re- 
sounded on every side were inexpressibly re- 
volting to him. 

" Hush !" whispered Lord Lashkeme ; 
" listen to them !" 

Lara did listen, and heard the ruffianly vice- 
president relate, for Lord Lashkeme's benefit, 
an attack which they had made the previous 
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night on a quiet and inoffensive member of the 
College, whom they had draggM ftom his bed^ 
and ducked in the lake, after lloving ^^made 
hay in his rooms," drunk his ^ne, burnt hia 
papers and pictures, smashed his famiture, and 
cut up his carpet into strips. 

The vice-president proposed that, after a 
stirrup-cup, the party should adjourn to besiege 
a new fortress, and the proposal was received 
with acclamations. 

Draining each a goblet of punch, and arming 
themselves with coal-hammers, hatchets, and 
pokers, they harried out, yelling like maniacs ; 
and flourished their weapons as they rushed 
along the corridors towards their victim's 
chamber, lighted by the red gleam of half-a- 
dozen flaming torches which were borne by 
some of the party. And before long, the 
violent blows of the iron bars and hammers 
resounded on the solid oak portal, and the 
crash of splintered wood mingled with the 
shouts of the rioters. 
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Lara's blood boiled with indijgnatiou at the 
cowardly outrage that was going on ; but Lord 
Lashkeme grasped his arm and dragged him 
awav. 

"You would scarcely guess," said he, as 
they groped their way down stairs, " that an 
attack of a similar kind was attempted upon 
me the first term I spent at Oxford." 

" And how did you receive them ?" asked 
Lara. 

"I shot one fellow through the arm, and 
lodged a ball in another's knee," answered 
Lord Lashkeme, sternly ; " I did it less for 
my own defence than to avenge a poor servi- 
tor, whose scanty furniture they had destroyed 
a week before, and who came crying to me, his 
only friend, to tell me how cruel was the loss 
to him, a poor Westmoreland Statesman's son, 
who had pinched and saved for years to sup- 
port his outlay at the University. Poor lad ! 
I gave him a living in the Cotswold Hills, and 
he is the best and happiest parish priest I 
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know. As for the curs I chastised, they 
slunk away from .Oxford, and never showed 
their rascally faces there again. Serve them 
right." 

** So say I," said Lara, warmly ; " but you 
told me, two years ago, that you had never 
done above one or two Quixotic things in your 
life. Do you not rank this as one of 
them ?" 

" No !" exclaimed Lord Lashkeme, ener-. 
getically ; " no ! to defend one's-self, or 
avenge an injury inflicted on the helpless and 
deserving, ought never to be called Quixotic. 
But here we are at Maudlin. I shall have 
now to introduce you to a different scene." 

And in a moment afterwards, Lara found 
himself in a luxuriously furnished room n 
which were collected a dozen of well-dressed 
and gentlemanly men, sitting over their claret 
around a table covered with the dihria of a 
splendid dessert, and listening to the low, 
clear voice of Waspbrook, as he descanted upon 
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the glories of Catholicism, and the meanness 
and infidelity of Protestants. 

The room was a lofty and handsome one, 
with gilded cornices, and large mirrors in. 
superb firames* The binding of the books on 
the shelves wa9 gorgeous and costly ; the pic- 
tures of Saints ^d Madonnas on the walls were 
all selected from the most glowing and elegant 
of the Italian and Spanish masters ; the vases 
and urns of price, and rare gems and medal- 
lions, the curious and massive candelabra, the 
velvet carpet, all combined to give the apart- 
m^it an air of voluptuous and fantastic 
sanctity. 

From the conversation which he overheard, 
Lord Lashkeme discovered that the party were 
met to assist at the celebration of the substitn- 
ti<m for a midnight mass, performed annually 
for the soul of one of the Henrys, on the sum- 
mit of Maudlin Tower. 

In half-an-hour Lord Lashkeme drew Lara 
away; and, following his e:q)erienced guide 
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through a number of back streets and devious 
windings, Lara found himself standing at the 
door of a private house of mean and repulsive 
appearance, on which gleamed a brass plate, 
bearing the name a2 " Phibbs." 

Lord Lashkeme knocked, and the door was 
opened by a surly-looking fellow in a fur cap, 
Phibbs himself doubtless. 

" What's your will, gentlemen ?" he en- 
quired, gruffiy, as he contriyed to block up the 
entire passage with his great broad person. 

" We come in the name of the people !'' 
replied Lord Laskeme, steadily, 

" Well ! you may pass," said the janitor^ 
swinging the door to after they had entered, 
and returning to his den. There were lanterns, 
hung at intervals, against the wall, and Lara 
aad his mentor easily found their way to a 
door, on which a black cross was painted. 
*' Quid quceasisU?^ whispered a voice from 
within. " Libertatem imperium qu eplebis P^ re- 
plied Lord Lashkeme. ^' Enter !" was the 
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answ^; and the door opened, disclosing four 
men armed with naked swords, which they 
held so as to form an arch of steel for the 
visitors to pass nnder. Stepping with quick- 
ening pulse, and beating heart, between these 
menacing sentinels, Lara found himself before 
another door, strongly banded with iron, and 
decorated by a red cross, painted on the panels. 
" Qui viva ?" growled a deep voice. 

" Vive la LiberU democratique et sociale P^ re- 
plied Lord Lashkeme. 

^^ Open the door ! Pierre and Jacques ! he 
has the consigne P^ said the same voice ; and 
the door instantly swung upon its hinges, 
while, between two files of armed men Lara 
and his guide entered. The apartment, a long 
low chamber, with a sanded floor, and plastered 
walls, was decorated by several banners, hung 
from the rafters, so as to droop over the heads 
of the company. The room was full of men, 
most of whom were clad in the fustian jackets, 
and coarse garb of artisans. A great proper- 
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tion, however, were evidently foreigners, many 
of whom showed their profession by their erect 
port, and soldier-like bearing, while some were 
clad in tattered French and Polish uniforms. 
Strewed upon the tables, and pitched in the 
comers of the chamber, was a medley store of 
offensive weapons; rude pikes, the rough 
poles hastily fashioned to fit the polished spear 
heads, battered muskets with the long bayonet 
affixed, rusty sabres, and ship cutlasses, old 
horse-pistols, and notched and worn axes, were 
to be seen everywhere. Many of the assembly 
were haggared and sickly ; their pale faces, 
and squalid garb, betraying utter poverty, as 
much as their desperate gestures did their 
reckless misery. Others, especially among the 
foreign soldiers, sat with callous faces, and an 
apathetic air, ready to act, but unwilling to 
decide; a few horrible looking ruffians, on 
whose demon-like features was stamped the 
branding impress of every evil passion, sat 
brooding ferociously among the common herd. 
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Here and there was seen the anxious and 
thoughtfal face of some intelligent mechanic, 
well meaning, but misguided, seeking the wel- 
fare of the toiling masses by the aid of mid- 
night conspiracies, and violent jacqueries^ as a 
student of other days might have resorted to 
unholy calaba, and impious witchcraft, to solve 
the great truths, and mysteries of science. 
The conyersation was in as many different 
tongues as there were representatives of various 
nations there, and Spanish, Polish, Erench, and 
Italian, blended with the harsher teutonic 
sounds of German and English. Lara could 
glean from the desultory scraps he overheard, 
that the working men present were ranting 
wildly about the rights of labour, the sacred- 
ness of socialism, and the Utopian scheme of a 
free and equal community ; while the lawless 
warrior, whose only trade was battle, and whose 
only tool was the sword, was chuckling over 
the prospect of a career of unbridled pillage, 
rapine, and brutality, and detailing such horrid 
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exploits of butcheiy and licentiousness which 
had graced their former campaigns, that LaraV 
blood curdled as he listened to each bold boast^ 
and reflected that the actors in the frightful 
scenes narrated, were around him. 

All, however, fierce and imscrupulous, 
seemed to bow to the sway of a large brawny 
man, with a bull-neck, huge bushy whiskers, 
and beard ; and a face, whose stem lineaments 
were disfigured by several ghastly scars. This 
ruffian wore a bonnet de liberie^ a red sash 
twisted round his waist, in which were stuck a 
brace of enormous pistols ; and a cavalry sabre 
hung by a black belt, at his side. The features 
of this bravo, at once savage and sensual, were 
rendered still more remarkable by an air of 
reckless audacity, and daring, that showed him 
to be a viUain of no common order. 

He was the acknowledged chief of the 
whole assemblage, Socialists and red repub- 
licans feared the man of action, and admired his 
powers as an orator, while the soldier horde 
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acknowledged in him a superior bandit, and 
one fit to lead them on to plunder and outrage. 
He was the owner of the deep voice which had 
signified that the admission of Lara and Lord 
Lashkeme was to be allowed. Suddenly he 
rose, and struck the hilt of his sabre on the 
table before him, with a force that overpowered 
the din of many voices. 

" Silence ! listen to the President I^' ex- 
claimed several men, and soon the whole 
throng were hushed* Then the orator, ham- 
mering the groaning table heavily with his 
weighty sword, began to speak alternately in 
English and French, according to the audi- 
ence he addressed. Lara was surprised at the 
powerful eloquence and warmth of the fiery 
and audacious speaker, whose impressive man- 
ner and thundering voice greatly assisted th^ 
effect of his oratory, and at the versatility and 
readiness with which he changed his discourse 
fi:om one language to another. He spoke to 
the English malcontents of the glorious 



lALCONBECK HALL. 289 

triumphs of democracy, of the freedom and 
happiness to be attained by a successful revo- 
lution of the march of truth and civilisation, of 
B, united and social republic, where all, equal 
and alike, should labour for the common weal. 
To the soldiers he spoke of plunder, of booty, 
and of bloodshed, of sack and spoil ; he painted- 
in glowing colours, and in language equally 
forcible and audacious; the delights of free 
quarters in an enemy's country, and inflamed 
every brutal passion of their hard hearts by his 
furious harangue. Amid the bursts of applause 
and the cheers of licentious merriment that 
followed the President's speech. Lord Lash- 
kerne led Lara quietly from the room, and fol- 
lowing their former course, soon gained the 
street. Lara seemed to breathe more freely in 
the fresh night air which blew cool and keen 
upon his fevered brow. The fiendish laugh, 
the terrible voice of the President of the 
Conclave still rang in his ears. He seemed to 

VOL. II. 
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have just left a circle of debating and carousing 
demons, 

"Thank Heaven! we are out," said Lord 
Lashkem, as he showed Lara the buts of a 
brace of pistols, peeping from within his 
closely buttoned coat; "if we had been much 
questioned or stared at, the rascals would have 
murdered us. Dead men tell no tales. I 
knew our only chance was to put a pistol to 
the breast of the principal scoundrel in the 
President's chair, and make him a hostage for 
our safety. He speaks well ; but though he 
has done deeds that it would make your hair 
stand on end with horror, you may be sur- 
prised to hear that he is the greatest coward 
living." 

" Is he French ?" asked Lara. 

" No ! I blush to say," replied Lord Lash- 
kerne, " that he is an Irishman." 

Again Lord Lashkeme took upon him the 
of&ce of guide, and conducted Lara to a cer- 
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tain quaint old fashioned inn, situated in the 
High Street. Entering, without hesitation, 
Lord Lashkeme exchanged a fe words with 
the landlord, and then led Lara into a species 
of bar, where bottles and jugs mounted guard 
over lemons and sugar. Putting his finger 
cautiously upon his lips to enforce silence, the 
young nobleman clambered lightly upon a kind 
of rough sideboard or dresser, motioning to 
Lara to follow his example. Lara did so, and 
looked cautiously through a small window, set 
high up in the wall, which had probably been 
pierced for purposes of espial. It looked into 
a small parlour, low and narrow, but well fur- 
nished in dark old mahogany, on whose walls, 
wainscoted with polished oak, the red gleam of 
a large fire was reflected back as from a sheet 
of burnished copper. There was neither lamp 
nor candle on the table, on which lay a large 
clasped bible, a long straight-bladed Spanish 
sword, with a silver hilt, and a richly oma- 
3 • 
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luented scabbard, and a pair of long Turkish 
pistols, whose curiously carved buts were of 
ivory. The sole occupant of this chamber 
was sitting beside the fire in such a position 
as completely to front the gazers. His ap- 
pearance at once interested and astonished 
Lara, He was a taU and apparently a finely 
formed and powerful man, muffled in a cloak 
of tarnished purple velvet, bound with ailver 
lace and deeply fringed with silver. The rest 
of his dress corresponded in splendour wiHi 
this mantle, but the fantastic and gaudy 
habiliments bore tokens of neglect aiid rough 
treatment. Eound his neck hung a Maltese 
cross, and a large medal depending by a long 
and very massive gold chain, whose twisted 
links would have defied the wrencb of the 
most adroit pick-pocket. But the face of this 
strange personage at once riveted Lara's at- 
tention. 

On features remarkable for dignified and 
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manly beauty, an expression of sternness and 
wild intensity of purpose seemed permanently 
stamped, while the face was rendered yet more 
noble and imposing, in its grave repose, by tiie 
majestic sweep of an immense beard, coal-black, 
and drooping on its owner's breast. His sable 
hair fell in elflooks on his shoulders, from be- 
neath a shadowy Spanish hat, with its extra- 
vagantly broad brim and huge black plume, 
and his large eyes were fixed upon the red 
coals with a steady glare that seemed as glow- 
ing as the ruddy fire itself. Strange to say, 
the countenance of this singular being ap- 
peared to Lara to belong to some long-forgot- 
ten acquaintance, some one whose looks had 
haunted him in his dreams ; one of those visa- 
ges seen in childhood, and only occurring again 
amid the mystic phantasmagoria of the world 
of fancy. 

" Who is this strange person ?" asked Lara, 
of his conductor, in a whisper. 
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'^Toc most surdy have heard of him," re- 
plied Lord LKhkeme; ^^his name is weU 
kiM)wi:« (7 rath€r hk maw§^ for he has as many 
arpelLaticas as Protens was &bled to possess 
chan^nes of f jem. Bot he is a famous charac* 
ter. Toa i::ixsl have heard of Sir William 
Couiteiaiy cf Powderham Ossile, Devon, the 
joi dis-jmf Knight of Malta, who contested the 
CVmterbniT Hectical so wannly a few years 
a^ra Ton mnst smndy r«n»nber the romance 
that attached to eTcrything he did^ and the 
andadous and exfaraoidinary daims which 
he ass^erted to the estates and titles of several 
honourable and ancient fionilies in Kent and 
Ikn-oashire/' 

Lara did indeed remember having heard 
much oi the strange being who now sat 
brooding over the fire like an imprisoned 
necromancer. He recollected having listened 
to tales of his sinsnlar character, his remark- 
able eloquence, whidi at once dazzled and 
awed a multitude, and of the wonder and ad* 
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nuration which his personal beauty and mag- 
nificent apparel had excited, especially among 
the fair inhabitants of the ancient and yenerable 
City of Canterbury. Lara remembered that, 
after having glittered upon the hustings in the 
costly and superb attire of an Eastern Prince, 
and won all hearts by parading the town, 
mounted on a noble charger of snow-white hue, 
and clad in the rich and fantastic garb wcxm 
in times of peace by the ohiTalrous knighte of 
Malta, of whose order he affirmed himself to 
be a member, after defying his competitors 
with all the arrogance and extravagant bold- 
ness belonging to his nature, and taking the 
city as it were by storm by his fascinating 
address and lavish, prodigality, he had lost the 
contested election, had been indicted for 
perjury, thrown into prison, declared insane, 
and finally lodged in a mad-house — ^in which 
it was commonly thought the brilliant knight 
of Malta would miserably end his days on 
chains and straw. 
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Sudi was thp occentric md .unacGomitaUe 
personage who sat m the pairloxir of jthe Utile 
.iniiy his fine eyes reflecting the flashing lustre 
of Ihe fife. 

'^ He has been lib^iated but a short time/' 
whispered L^xrd I^hkeme ; ^^ ^eith^ :his reasoa 
returned, or he had a lucid intexval of un- 
oommon length, Ruling wbaeh, his jud^^ooent 
appeared so sound, his mawiier so ratiooali 40id 
hi^ answera so x^aJm and just, that the Com- 
missioners w^^e compelled to release him. 
The very moment he was free, his madness 
seemed to return, but in a di£Eecentibrm. His 
ravings became isondensed into a sort of in- 
spiration; his mind assumed a sterner and 
gloomier character^ and a morbid fanaticism, 
whidi was probably latent in his disposition, 
bega^ to maoifest iteelf. Th« alluring but 
terrible doctrines of predestination became hia 
favourite theories ; the almost forgotten dogmas 
of the Ajiabaptists pf Munster^ and the de* 
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grading superstitions of the Fifth Monarchy 
men obtained an unbounded ascendancy over 
him, his previous creed haVmg been the 
Boman Catholic, and his fervid imagination 
and fiery oratory have been turned into the 
channel of promulgating his views on religion. 
It is not surprising that so eloquent a:nd gifted 
a preacher should have found proselytes. No 
system can be too wild or absurd to find 
believers. Mormoiiism is a striking proof of 
that feet. Courtenay's manner was impressive ; 
his doctrine^ seductive and strange ; and it is 
not to be wondered at, that the ignorant boors 
and unenlightened mechanics should have 
hailed him as a Prophet and a Prince. The 
peasantry in the neighbourhood of Whitstable 
and other places near Canterbury, are remark- 
able for their gross ignorance and besotted 
stupidity, especially in matters of religion ; a 
circumstance, strange to say, far from rare in 
the vicinity of a Cathedral town. Among 

o 5 
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these serfs, Courtenay's believers are num^oas ; 
his rich dress and impious or insane pretensions 
haye proved so dazzling to their untutored 
minds, that the only limit to their gullibility 
is his audacity ; and should the Prophet hold 
up his finger, the district of Kent, in which 
his dupes abound, may be, at any moment, 
made the scene of a sanguinary outbreak. 
I should be glad, for humanity's sake, to throw 
some harmless bait in the way of his excitable 
mind, that might draw him away from his 
task of perverting the belief of simple Saxon 
boors.'' 

" Is he acquainted with you ?" said Lara» 
"Yes. Everybody knows me perfectly," 
answered Lord Lashkeme, with a smile; 
" shall I introduce you to the Lion's Den ?" 

Lara assented, and Lord Lashkerne led him 
as noiselessly as possible from the bar and 
down the corridor, imtil he stopped, and rapped 
sharply on the door with his cane. 
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^^ Enter !" said a deep rich Toice, with 
something of a foreign accent. 

And following Lord Lashkeme, Lara found 
himself in the presence of the Anabaptist 
prophet. ^ 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



The occupant of the apartment had risen from 
his chair, and with one hand on the hilt of his 
sheathed sword, and the other on his bible, 
seemed prepared to encounter alike foes spiri- 
tual, and foes temporal. 

At sight of Lord Lashkeme, howeyer, the 
defiant expression of his features relaxed, and 
he dropped his weapon, still retaining the bible 
in his grasp as he motioned to his visitors to be 
seated. 

" This youth is among your lordship's 
friends; I doubt not?" said the adventurer, 
as he looked Lord Lashkeme steadily in the 
face. 

" Certainly, my dear Sir William !" replied 
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he young nobleman ; '* and belieye me, all 
firienda of mine want but an opportunity to be 
Mends of youra*" 

^' I thank you for the eompliment, my lord," 
said the other, bowing gravely ; '^ yet I would 
fkin grasp your lordship's hand, not in the 
hollow friendship of the woAd^ bnt in the bond 
of good will of the saints, who shall possess 
this earth, and its fruits. that I oould per- 
suade you, Lord Lashkeroe, you and all w'ho 
are like you, to raUy beneath the tents of 
Israel. I tell you the day shall come when 
the ground shall be red with the blood of the 
infidels, and oppressors^ even as a wine-j^ess 
runs purple with the juice of the grape ; and 
th«n shall commence the reign ; the glorious 
and terrible reign of the predestined to mo- 
narchy and empire. Thrones shall totter and 
break, sceptres shall »iap like reeds, mighty 
and iraliant warriors shall fly before the faces 
of the belteTers; the weak shall be strong, 
and the strong weak ; and Are, the Are of the 
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lightning, and the voice of the thunder shall 
consume, and utterly destroy from the face of 
the earth, the roofs of the proud, and the for- 
tresses of the haughty. And then, when the 
flaming sword of the destroying angel hath 
avenged the sins of men, ' when the thirsty 
earth hath gaped for the bodies of the tyrants, 
and cracked to drink the blood of the perse- 
cutors ; then shall the saints in white raiment, 
and gorgeous apparel, come forth, with crowns 
of gold upon their heads, and silver wands in 
their hands, and the world, and all that is in it, 
shall be theirs. They shall reign a thousand 
years. Sickness and death ihey shall not know. 
Want and misery shall not come nigh them. 
Their crowns shall be of pure gold, even the 
gold of Ophir, and all that is shall be theirs. 
They shall make the remnant of the unbe- 
lievers, who were predestined to wailing and 
gnashing of teeth ; hewers of wood, and draw- 
ers of water, and the wives and daughters of 
them that are slain with the edge pf the swwl 
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shall be bondswomen and handmaidens unto 
the ele^t. Com and wine, and oil, shall be 
plenty in the land. The saints shall feast and 
rejoice, and fast not, and the glory of those 
latter days shall be bright as the noon-day sun, 
and enduring as time itself. All shall be oiu*s. 
The prophet of the saints shall sit on a golden 
throne, higher then Solomon's, and judge the 
earth. He that is predestined to be saved, , 
will be saved ; and he that is doomed to eternal 
fire shall be the child of perdition. He that is 
aforehand set apart for glory, though he be 
black with sin and crime, yet he shall be whit^ 
than snow. He that is doomed to destruction 
shall perish, nor shall his good works ought, 
avail him. I have said it. To Armageddon ! 
To Armageddon 1" And as the raging fanatic 
concluded his furious harangue, he leaped up 
from his chair, and unsheathing his long 
sword, waved the naked blade around his head^ 
and strode along the room, still flourishing his 
weapon madly around, and violently gesticulat- 
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ing as if in the act of leaditig on lus follo^^ers 
to the attack. 

Lara was stuprised at seeing the iitfuriftfed 
sectary suddenly lo^rer the point of his BWCfti^ 
and pass his hand slowly across his brow, as if 
to €ffface the marks of his frantic agitation. 

*^ The paroxysm is passing/^ said Lord 
Lashkeme, in a low tone ; ^^ he will be as sane 
as either of us, before long." Accordingly, 
the fanatical prophet returned to his place, 
calm, quiet, and rational in manner, and de- 
meanour, and commenced a conversation with 
Lord Lashkeme, on indifferent topics, in which 
Lara hardly knew whether most to admire his 
extraordinary stores of anecdote and informa- 
tion, or the cool self-possession, and soundness 
of taste, and judgment, which he displayed. 
Lord Lashkeme exacted a promise from the 
pseudo, Sir William, to call upon him, and 
shortly after, rose to take his leave. 

" Did you say this gentleman^s name was 
Brasdefer !'' asked the adventurer, as he ac- 
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companied them to the door. Lord Lashkeme 
replied in the affirmative, and the knight of 
Malta, starting €ls if a wasp had stung him, 
hastily, and as it seem^ unoonsciously, mut^ 
tering ov^r some formula of the Eomish church, 
waved his hand in token of farewell, and 
hurried back to his room. 

^^ A strange being," said Lara, as they 
walked towards St. Evangelists. 

^^ He is, indeed !" said Lord Lashkeme, 
^^ and much changed from the glittering im- 
postor I once knew him, when he rode his fine 
white charger into Canterbury, in true knightly 
garb, and attended by a train of young pages, 
mounted on tiny ponies, and dressed in scarlet 
and gold. He is as dangerous now as a rusty 
and neglected sword. Well, I am going to 
amuse him, if I can, from pure philanthropy." 

'^It is strange," said Lara, in a musing 
tone, "that I seem to know his face, or 
rather to recall his features as connected with 
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my days of infancy. Perhaps when I was a 
child, I might have — " 

"Very unlikely, my dear Brasdefer,'^ re- 
plied Lord Lashkeme. ^^ Nothing is more 
common than the idea that we hare seen a 
remarkable person before. The truth is that 
of every celebrated person whose fame has 
reached our ears, we have formed a visionary 
portrait, which is oflfered to our mind's eye 
whenever their names are mentioned in omr 
hearing. Thus I find it difficult to persuade 
myself that I was not personally acquainted 
with Napoleon. His pale, stern Eoman face 
haunts me in my dreams, sometimes with the 
brows bounds with the laurel wreath of victory 
— sometimes crowned by the classic three 
cornered hat, if a three cornered hat can be 
classic. But here we are chez vous. Good- 
bye till to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



It is early summer; the trees are heavily 
clothed with their green covering, the boughs 
rustle when the wind sweeps down the glades 
with the sound of a thousand leaves. The 
grass is cool and dewy at early mom; the 
meadows are golden with buttercups, and 
enamelled in silver by the countless daises. It 
is the season of Paradise for small birds — ^they 
sing all day long in the shady recesses of their 
woodland palaces, as if the joy that swelled 
their hearts burst involuntarily from their tiny 
throats in a volume of warbling music. There 
is other music abroad too. Now is the time 
for the bugle-notes to dwell and linger upon 
the blue Ehine, and among the mountain 
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Bnmnens and towns that fringe its banks ; 
all Germany is awake at last ; the cloud of 
tobaooo-smoke roUs away, and song and the 
soft harmony of wind instniments peal from 
Dusseldorf to the Black Forest like, 



ti 



The horns of ElflaUd faintly blowing.' 



Eyen those poor Deutschlanders, who tramp 
wearily about England, awaking the echoes of 
dull towns with their unrivalled melody, meet 
together at this season, and drink all manner 
of patriotic toasts in beer, with a Isigh of regret 
for Fatherland. The poor little dark-eyed boy 
from Lucca or Parma, with his brown face and 
box of white mice, who has shivered through 
the English winter, feels his heart expand in 
the warm weather, and dreams of the vines 
and chesnut-trees of the village where he was 
bom, regardless of the heavy organ at his 
back, and as pleased at the kindly warmth of 
the sun as his fellow exile the Marmot, crawl- 
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iBg the length of his string, and basking in the 
genial rays. 

The May-fly is on the water, and the 
water is merry with the lively and perpetual 
splash of the leaping trout. The fisherman 
throws his own lure of tempting feathers and 
barbed steel, and trusts to his skill and the 
folly of the fish. 

Cricket matches are beginning to be fixed to 
" come of " on particular days ; rival villages 
are to " play one another " for renown, and a 
dinner, on the green ; for both elevens ginger 
beer is manufacturing, and mock champagne 
brewing. 

The London season has begu» ; the purga- 
tory of job horses, and livery servants. The 
Parks are fuU, and struggle manfully to appear 
green and cool, in spite of the hot sun that is 
blazing down upon them, and the clouds of 
dust that each successive troop of equestrians 
and string of whirling carriages casts into the 
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air, to alight alike on the bouglis of trees and 
the blades of grass. 

Nurserymaids are in high feather, children 
dressed at once gaily and preposteronsly, fan- 
tastic little oddities all hats and plumes, are 
as common as herrings in the Firth, while 
scarlet-coated Ouardsmen, looking distressingly 
hot in their flaring dress, like a flock of red 
flamingoes, abound. 

Enockers are beginning to thunder, doors 
to vibrate, and the roll of carriages through 
the streets at the Belgravian End of Town is 
at this period as incessant as the rumble of 
waggons and drays through the city is during 
the entire year. 

The swallows are sweeping about on their 
untiring wings like feluccas or speronaras off 
Malta, and the very cockney sparrow looks less 
dbigy, as if he, too, was freshened up for the 
London season. 

There was high merrymaking at Malton 
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Hall, where an ancient rookery existed, and 
the young rooks being now fall fledged, and 
constantly essaying their strength on the wing, 
under the superintendance of the veteran birds, 
were esteemed as being fit marks for gun or 
cross-bow, and in no less prime condition, 
when tucked up beneath a blanket of crust, to 
simulate a pigeon pie. 

All the Gwynnes' sporting acquaintances 
were arrived, to try the merits of their re- 
spective fowling pieces on the unhappy tenants 
of the tall fir trees, and a great number of 
both quiet and noisy young ladies, of all sizes 
and ages, to say nothing of a troop of tame 
young gentlemen, had assembled. 

Mustering in great force in the drawing- 
room, crowding the library, filling the break- 
fast-room, and overflowing the hall, the numer- 
ous guests, to the great relief and satisfaction 
of Mrs. Gwynne, were at length safely mar- 
shalled upon the smooth-shaven lawn, on 
which a marqake had been pitched, in which, as 
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the newspapers would say, ^^ a splendid colla«^ 
tion was prepared." 

The day was a glorious one, warm enough 
certainly, but the warmth of the sun< was most 
delightfully tempered by a fresh breeze, which 
waved the boughs and the airy citadels of the 
devoted rooks backwards and forwards, with a 
creaking sway. 

A film of white fleecy cloud, almost tran- 
sparently thin, veiled a considerable part of 
the sparkling blue sky, and hindered the rays of 
Phoebus frt)m falling with too dazzling a lustre 
upon the gun-barrels of the marksmen. 

There was a great deal of clicking of gun* 
locks, and sending ramrods ringing down gun^ 
barrels, so that they immediately leapt out 
again, and pricking of wads, and snapping of 
copper caps. 

And a vast number of pretty little screams 
and elegantly nervous little starts were given 
by many of the young ladies present, alarmed 
at these warlike notes of preparation, and not 
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seldom did it occur that the said young ladies 
were comforted and assured of safety and pro- 
tection by some peculiarly ohivalrous young 
gentlemen of Morpus and Bronzebeak Colleges, 
who, although as innocent of any practical ac- 
quaintance with " villanous saltpetre," as the 
alarmed maidens themselves, yet deemed it in- 
cumbent on them to appear exceedingly know- 
ing in such matters. 

But one or two of these carpet knights, 
having afterwards had '' a shot," publicly 
offered them by the good-natured proprietor of 
a gun, which proffer could not well be refused, 
received a violent kick on the shoulder, with 
perhaps the additional calamity of a slight dis- 
colouration of the right eye, and became sadly 
crestfallen for the rest of the day. For it 
usually happens that the drawing-room hero, 
who swaggers and boasts when among women, 
and whom ladies deem a very Kustam, turns 
out a poltroon the moment he is in the presence 
of any real, unmistakeable danger. 

VOL. n. p 
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And now the last wad had been rammed 
down, and the party moved in martial amy 
against the aerial fortresses of the rooks, like 
the forces of Cortes advancing to the siege of 
Mexico. 

The wary old rooks who stood sentinel on 
the peak of a high tree, gave the alarm, 
and soon the whole of the experienced citizens 
were on the wing, sweeping round and round 
the nests with heayily flapping pinions ; fiUing 
the air with their af&ighted cawings, and en- 
deavouring vainly to entice their offspring to 
quit the twig citadels in which they lay swinging 
to and fro as the wind waved the branches of the 
straight trees. But as the menaced peril be- 
came more eminent, the wily rooks wheeled off 
and flew rapidly away, screeching with an 
alarmed and querulous note, that proclaimed the 
excess of their terror, and seemed to justify the 
belief of the peasantry that their olfactory 
nerves are peculiarly sensitive to the perfumes 
of gunpowder. 
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The young rooks, although ihey were too 
inexperienced to obey the call of their more 
crafty parents, and trust for security to their 
pinions, yet seemed aware that something of an 
unusual nature was going on. They quitted 
their snug retreats, and remained sitting on the 
the edge of their nests, or perched among the 
branches that surrounded them, stupidly 
contemplating the advance of their relentless 
foesi 

The proprietor of Malton Hall had taken the 
field, armed with an antiquated flint and st^l 
ducking gun. He stepped forward, adjusted 
the ponderous weapon, and pulled the trigger^ 
The murderous contents flew thick as hail into 
one of the tallest trees, the large shot came 
pelting down in showers, a profusion of twigs 
and a sheet of bark stripped off by the pellets 
came rattling down with them, a prodigious 
flapping of wings was heard to follow the thun- 
dering report, but no cloud of dead and dying 
victims. 
A white belt was seen high up on the tree, 
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\^ the l«rk had been rent by the 
cyrhf.^y:^ find a hote had been made in an 
ezijCT rest- iLrcngh which the daylight and 
K^^ie sir weiic disJincilT yidble. 

A 5XTT'rtrs>£d titter iras heard among the 
kcie?^ &i:i a sziodiered lau^ among the gen* 
tleneiu tttiipered m both cases by the recoUec- 
tici thii it vss scarcely polite to langh even 
MX Mr, Gwynne, irhile they were his guests. 

The iTiciless marksman slunk away despond- 
inglvi arc Sir Douglas Bashberry raised his 
gun. I>ang! bang! went the two barrels in 
rapid sucxcsssion, and three plump rooks came 
tumlding hoavily to the ground. One after 
another a dozen deadly tubes were pointed at 
the denizens of the tree-tops^ and a general 
massacre commenced. 

Here a rook, hit by a shot large enough 
to throw him off his balance at once, fell, 
with quiv^ing plumes and drooping head, 
and reached the ground with a soft 
but heavy thimip. There a wounded bird, 
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flapping convulsively with his wings, would 
gradually fall from bough to bough, clinging 
despairingly to the branches with beak and 
claw, until after a last struggle he fell to the 
earth with fluttering wings outspread. Some 
of the rooks when struck by the shot fell back 
into their native nests to die ; others clung to 
twigs and branches until they stiffened there, 
and hung there long after death, grim skele- 
tons dressed in dingy black plumes, swinging 
to and fro like malefactors on a gibbet. Some 
dropped easily to the earth, and hopped off to 
hide in the shrubs, .turning round angrily on 
those who came to secure them, with fierce red 
eye and threatening beak. Seme took flight 
and roved from tree to tree, affording a more 
sportsman-like target for the marksmen, who 
never failed to bring them down as they flitted 
by. The shot went plunging through the 
weak ramparts of the twig citadels, cutting 
away rolls of bark and dry branches by the 
score, while a great quantity of dead and dying 
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birds lay strewed about the lawn, affording 
some capital opportunities for the exhibition of 
compassionate sympathy on the part of humane 
young ladies. Not many birds escaped, with 
the exception of some sensible young rooks, 
who with a discretion beyond their years, had 
posted themselves in hollows of the trunk, or 
in the fork of huge boughs, in which judiciously 
chosen positions they remained, defying all 
hostile assaults. No attempt to dislodge these 
prudent birds having as yet proved successful, 
and the guns being dirty with firing, and their 
owners weary with slaughter, the rook battue 
was suspended; the victims were gathered up,' 
and the victorious sportsmen, accompanied by 
the admired and admiring spectators of the 
gentle sex, adjourned to the marquee^ where 
the banquet was prepared, and where a num- 
ber of liveried servitors had been for some time 
bustling about in an important manner. The 
popping of champagne corks began to succeed 
to the crack of the fowling pieces ; and the 
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clatter of knives and forks, the rattling of 
plates, and the murmuring buzz of con versation 
replaced the screams of terrified and dying 
birds, and the pattering of shot among the 
branches of the fir-trees. 

There was abundance of flirting, giggUng, 
high spirits, and laughter. " Bom mots^^^ were 
perhaps rather less plentiful than ^'banner 
hoiiches^^^ but there was wit enough to make 
the company assembled laugh, for they were 
pleased and happy, and merriment, without 
any very brilliant jeux d^ esprit to call it forth, 
is for more usual on such occasions. 

The most conspicuous figure, as well as the 
most celebrated personage present, was, un- 
questionably, Sir William Courtenay — to allow 
him his borrowed peacock's plumes — who had 
been introduced by Lord Lashkerne, to the 
Gwynnes and Prattleses. Wearing a spe- 
cies of military frock of green velvet, the breast 
of which blazed with gold braid and glittere J 
with the sparkling insignia of the order of 
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Malta, and of several Spanish orders, real or 
assumed, the superb figure of the adventurer 
was set off to the fullest advantage, while few 
women could look without admiration on the 
grand and stem features that were brought 
into full relief by the waving coal-black beard 
and the jetty flow of his raven hair in heavy 
curls upon his shoulders. 

The Prophet was, without doubt the Lion of 
of the party. He spoke very little, and what 
he said was not only grave and rational, but in 
such perfect taste that Lord Lashkeme, who 
watched him narrowly, was astonished. No 
trace of insanity attached to his manner, no 
frenzy gleamed in his fine eyes, and were it 
not for the outre splendour of his attire, h^ 
would scarcely have been considered an 
eccentric man. Both Georgiana and Alicia 
Prattles, who sat on the opposite side of the 
table, found it impossible to help gazing at th^ 
handsome face of this extraordinary personage, 
though even they felt their eyes drop before 
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the broad bold stare of licentious admiration, 
\¥ith which he requited their glances. Mean- 
while Lara's attention was in some measure 
diverted from Courtenay by the suppressed 
merriment of a group at the end of the table 
where he sat. The principal cause of this 
mirth was, apparently, a stout, good-natured 
looking dame, with a very red face, and a 
flaming shawl, that on that broiling day, made 
the eyes of beholders ache by the brilliancy of 
its colours. This lady was recounting her 
experiences of continental travel, and was 
being unconsciouslyAtrotted out by Sir Douglas 
Dashberry, to the infinite amusement of her 
neighbours. 

*^ Such superb lace, I assure you, Sir 
Douglas," said she ; such lace as I never saw, 
in my life, before, was what I bought in a little 
bye street at Mechlin, and so cheap too. It 
was finer by far than that I paid a large price 
for in Brussels and Antwerp ; and I never 
thought myself so lucky as when I stumbled 
p 5 
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upon it I bought it for un vieux chatissurej as 
one may say, really for an old song !" 

"You were very fortunate, certainly, but 
who deserves the good will of the capricious 
dame if you do not, my dear Mrs. Styles ?^ 
said Sir Douglas. 

"Very nice, was it not?' responded Mrs. 
Styles, her ruddy face beaming with good 
humour; "and to think that I should have 
found out this wonderful dentiste^ by happening 
to see, as I was buying peaches from a market- 
woman, a ragged old lace maehoire hanging in 
a shop window, all among old carpets and 
window curtains, for it was what they call a 
^paUssier's' shop." 

" And how did you like Paris ?" enquired 
Sir Douglas. 

"Not so well as Brussels," answered the 
fair traveller, "the houses are too high, and 
though we were only at the entrechat of the 
third floor, which is not thought at all high up 
in Paris, Mr. Styles and I were out of breath 
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always before we got to the top of the horrid 

^^ Did you see much of the amusements of 
Paris ? asked Sir Douglas. 

" Not much," replied the lady, " for as Mr. 
Styles does not understand French, he did not 
relish the performances at the theatres. One 
voldeville we saw at the little Porte St. Martin, 
theatre, he rather liked, but he would not go 
again. Eeally I saw most of Paris from the 
windows of my cahareV^ 

" Of your cabaret ! My dear Mrs. Styles ?" 
exclaimed Sir Douglas, completely bewildered 
at this singular confession of a taste for fre- 
quenting pot-houses. 

" Certainly," said Mrs. Styles ; " I used to 
hire one every day by the hour, and tell the 
coachman to drive me all over the town. I 
think I saw Paris as well that way, as from the 
top of the great cathedral ; what do you call 
it ? Oh ! Notaire Dame to be sure !" 
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" Did you see many of the churches ?" asked 
Sir Douglas. 

"Not more than three or four in Paris," 
answered the travelled lady; "there was one 
very pretty church, with such beautiM oma- 
ments, and such nice music inside, that I went 
to constantly, taking it for a play-house or a 
concert-room, and wondering why the mouey 
taker always let me in without paying. At 
last I found it was the church of the Magdalen 
— Madalaine — Madeleine — it's all the same; 
and I was so ashamed, you can't think. But 
to be sure nobody from England could ever 
have known it to be a church, if no one had 
told them so." 

At this moment, following the French 
fashion, the whole party rose from the table, 
and quitted the marquee in a body. 

" I have dropped something," said Mrs. 
Styles, looking about as she rose. 

"Your machoire^ only!" said the baronet, 
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with admirable gravity, as he picked up the 
dropped handkerchief, and restored it to the 
fair traveller. 

Targets had been pitched in the paddock, 
and the ladies proceeded to beguile the time 
by the practice of the toxophilite art, the more 
attentive gentlemen making themselves useful 
by stringing bows, handing arrows to eaeh 
archeress in turn, and picking them up a^in 
when the quivers were exhausted ; a task some- 
times of considerable diflBoulty, as every one 
who has ever been engaged in an arrow hunt, 
must recollect the amazing dexterity, with 
which a truant shaft frequently conceals itself, 
plunging deep into the earth, or lurking imder 
tufts of matted grass, and lying so perfectly 
and provokingly flat among the roots of the 
said grass, that it may be walked over twenty 
timed without being detected ; and the voyage 
of discovery to obtain possession of the missing 
arrow, resembles, in its character, the pro- 
verbially hopeless task of searching for a needle 
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in 9* h^yptaob, The el^er . and Ibsb gallant of 
the male gueata, s^t under shady trees^ opn^ 
versing about cattle and draining, and heooming. 
aluu)»t eleq^emt ou m^i^le-wurzeL Then, 
wh^n ^ iozm shaltjs and two brittle lauce-wood 
bows had hefo snapped asunder, seyeral pretty 
flngerp blistered, and tiie targets featheied 
with arrows, like the quills of an angry porcu. 
pine, archery g^ye way to tea and ii^es, and 
syll^bubs^ £(nd a stroll beneath the shade of the 
great trees surrounding the fish-pond ; and then 
the dusky mantle of twilight fell like the veil 
of a Turkish bride over the scene. And the 
house was doubly cheerful by contrast, when 
the windows fiaiished forth with a brilliant blaze 
of oa^ales, mi the evening closed m with 
music and dancing. And whe^ the danee was 
over, and the supper over too, and the oarriagoB 
rolled away with the departing guests, the 
great, calm, silver moon came and looked down 
into the ^las^y waters of the pond, like an 
Indian girl viewing her faee in th& ndrior of 



FALOONBECK HALL. 327 

her native lake, and the poor old rooks, 
cowering in their blood-stained nests, with the 
few of their glossy plumed children, who had 
escaped the general massacre, felt as they 
heard the distant melody of music, and the 
succeeding roll of wheels, very much as the 
vanquished in a human war must do, when 
they hear their enemies chant Te Dmrm for 
their defeat and butchery. 
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